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PREFACE. 



For the < fifth time, like the annual Woodcock, 
I make my autumnal appearance; and, according 
t:o his habit, am to be found in the same haunt as 
the year before, frequenting leaves, and wood, 
and covers. 

^Since the last season I have taken many flights, 
far and near, and with all my little power of suc- 
tion have plied my bill around the springs of the 
Humorous and the Comic, which are, in the 
words of Bewick, " oozing rills that are rarely 
frozen." In such plashy nooks the woodcock is 
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jto plump himself up in a single night, — ancL 

jsportsman who beats these pages in pursuit oF 

|th, must judge whether I have employed my 

jke in laughing and growing fat, according to 

proverb. Should I be received with the same 

blish and welcome as that estimable bird of 

passage, I shall indeed consider my self as ^^ flushed 

with success." 

To descend from metaphor, and stoop, as Pope 

says, to truth, I feel a sincere Captain Ross-like 

pleasure in re-appearing before my friends ^ 

although I cannot expect quite so pointed anf 

f 
fervent a welcome as a gentleman whose absen(|f 

has kept all his well-wishers sitting on magnef 

pins and needles. It is likely, therefore, that f 

Lord Mayor will not ask me to feast with hi 

but I am given to understand that eleven co 

of my volume will certainly be invited to 

tioners'-Hall. This, to an author, is more 

enough of civic distinction. 



PREFACE. VU 

As usual, I have endeavoured to conciliate the 
utilitarians, by mingling^ a little instruction with 
amusement,' after the manner of the Library of 
Entertaining Knowledge. Thus the Reformer of 
our Legal Institutions will meet with a few sub- 
missive hints ; and so will the religious Formalist, 
on the exuberant exercise of the holy-stone on 
the upper deck ; while an improvement is sug- 
gested in naval poetry ; and a protest is entered 
against the British Leaf, even as King James 
Counter-blasted the Virginian. I would fain be 
of use to my countr3rmen ; and only regret that 
I have not the power ascribed to me by a very 
respectable householder of the neighbourhood, 
who has called repeatedly when I have been at 
home, to inquire " when I should be out ?" After 
reminding me that last year I had made game of 
the Zoological Farm, and satirized the Fasting, 
and taken off the Water-drinking, — " Why,*' said 
he, " can't you take off the Assessed Taxes ?" 
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It will of course be objected as heretofore, 
certain reviewers, that my pages swarm \ 
puns ; but having taken out a certificate to " si 
folly as it flies," I shall persist in using the doi 
barrel as long as meanings will rise in coveys, 
a Cambridge coachman, who had acquired 
habit from the Collegians, once remarked to 
" I do not see why words should not now and t 
be put into double-harness as well as horses.'' 
late Admiral Bumey, of all the adventures in 
voyages, used to look back with the utD 
pleasure on the fact of his having planted 
Faranomasia in the Society Islands, by maL 
the first pun ever uttered in the Otaheitan 
guage. The natives received the novelty wi 
shout of approbation, and patronised it so wa^ 
that, according to recent voyagers, they ar 
become as expert at double-tongueing as IS 
son or Drouet. 

It is usi;ial, in the preface of an Annua' 
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PREFACE. IX 

Editor to offer his acknowledgments to his Con- 
tributors ; but as I have nobody to thank but 
myself, — for, as Coriolanus says, " Alone I did 
it," — the acknowledgment will be better made in 
private^ after the fashion of the eccentric Doctor 
Monsey, who, when he had taken his own advice 
for his > own indisposition, used to transfer the 
usual Physician's fee from his right hand pocket 
to the left. I must not omit, however, to ex- 
press here how much I feel indebted to Miss 
Kelly for a copy of *' Sally Simpkin's Lament," 
and still more so for the original of Sally 
herself, in the Entertainment at the Strand 
Theatre ; — a personation of such admirable truth 
and nature, that even an incredulous public will 
be apt to take my Ballad Narratives for Facts, 
not Fictions. 

With this introduction^ I commend my fifth 
volume to its Buyers and Sellers ; and looking 



forward to " fresh fields and pastures new," I 
throw up my literary heels, and exclaim with 
the Peri, in Lalla Rookh — 
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THE ROPE DANCER, 

AN EZTRAYAGAirZA, — AFTER RABELAIS. 

I AM going, my masters, to tell you a strange 
romantic, aye nec-romantic, sort of story — and yet 
every monosyllable of it is as true as the Legend 
of Dumpsins. If you should think otherwise, I 
cannot help it. All I can say is, you are not 
experte credo, or expert at believing. 

You must know, then, that on a certain day, of a 
certain year, certain officers went on certain infor- 
mation, to a certain house, in a certain court, in a 
certain city, to take up a certain Italian for a certain 
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2 THE BOPE DANCER. 

crime. What gross fools are they who say there 
is nothing certain in this world ! However in they 
went, with a crash and a dash, and a grip and a 
grapple, and if they did not take him by the scruff 
of the neck, like a dog, there is no truth in St. 
Winifred's WelL He made no resistance, not so 
much as a left-hander, though he was by trade a 
smasher. As for any verbal defence he never so 
much as attempted to lay a lie, much less to hatch 
one. There he was, caught in the very thing, act 
and fact, a^ poor a devil as need be to be making 
money. He was as dead as any die he had about 
him: as sure of a gallows and a rope, as if he had 
paid for them down on the nail of before-hand. 
Oh, ye city Croesuses, what think ye of a man 
having his quantum suffocate of twisted hemp for 
making money! For my own part, if I was to 
swing for saying so, I'd cry out like a Stentor, that^ 
one of God's images ought not to be made worroN 
meat of for only washing the King's face. 'Twoufej 
be a very hard-boiled case, and yet, 'fore Gog a 
Magog, so it was. For gilding a brass farthing 
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THE ROPE DANCER. 3 

was to change twelve stone of good human flesh to 
a clod of clay ; to change a jolly, laughing, smiling, 
grinning, crying, wondering, staring, face-making 
face for a mere caput mortuum ; to change prime 
tripe, delicate cow-heel, succulent trotters, for a 
mouthful of dust ; to change a garret for a grave ; 
ito change a neckcloth for a halter. Zounds ! what 
a deal of change for a had half sovereign ! Well, 
there he was, caught like a rat, and going for a tit- 
bit to the furr'd Law- Cats, and without so much as 
giving a squeak for his life. The counterfeits were 
on him, so he had nothing to utter. I verily 
believe, if you had found him in twice as many 
melting pots, and crucibles, and dies, and white or 
brown gravy to boot, he could not have coined an 
excuse. As I said before, he was found with the 

• 

mould upon him^ and that, as the sexton of St. Sepul- 
chre will tell you, is as good as a burial to you any 
day of your life. He was legally dead, and could 
not look, like other men, upon the sun as his sun- 
in-law, so he wisely shook hands with himself, and 
bade good bye to himself, and did not attempt with 
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4 THE ROPE DANCER. 

his tongue to lick the cub of guilt into a child of 
grace. All he asked, was to be allowed to take 
with him a little reptile, or insect of some sort 
that he had brought over from Italy, belike to be 
a solace to his captivity ; for Baron Trenck, you 
know, made a bon-camarade of a prison rat, and 
Monsieur F., in the Bastile, as you know equally, 
made a long-standing friend of a daddy-long-legs. 
We live in a world of whims. We eat them, and 
drink them, and court them, and marry them, take 
them to bed and board with us, and why not to 
prison? So Tonio begged for his whim to keep 
him company^ and as it was a small gentle looking 
whim, neither so fierce as a lion> nor so huge as 
elephant, and moreover as it was a whim^no waW 
dangerous to Church or State, he was allowcl 
to take it with him in a little box, which he carri^ 
in his bosom. / 

■1; 

Now, if curiosity should itch to know what ) 
whim was like, let it be known, once for all, tha' 
was like neither a toad, nor a spider, nor a vh 
nor a snail, nor a black beetle, nor a newt, but sq 
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THE ROPE DANCER. 5' 

thing between the size of a crocodile and a cricket. 
And as for the manner of its going, it either flew, 
or swam, or hopped, or crawled, or lay still like 
an oyster, for the Newgate Calendar does not say 
which. Why it was not a monkey, or a tortoise, 
or a marmot, Tonio being an Italian, you must 
ask of the Foreign Secretary at the Court of the 
King of the Beggars. 

May I transmigrate— when Brahma passes my 
soul into the parish of St. Brute-^may I trans- 
migrate, I say, into a butcher*s daughter's pet- 
lamb, if it was not a piteous sight to see Tonio 
going off between the two law terriers to have an 
hour's wearing of that last cravat, which never goes 
to a laundress, but always hangs upon a line of its 
own. It must be owned, that he had his whim, but 
for all the whims that ever were whimmed I 
wouldn't have had his crick i' the neck. Let me, I 
say, stand on terra firma; Fm content with th^. 
look-out I have of life without coveting a bird's- 
eye view. Old Haman, when he was forty cubits 
high, had not a better prospect of this world than 
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I have from the ground floor. Poor Tonio ! It was 
a sorry sight ; and if I didn't pity him, from my 
soul, may I be an hour behind time for seeing the 
next hanging bout, and all through getting, by 
mistake, into a blunderbus. A blunderbus, my 
masters, is the wrong omnibus. 

Well, law took its course as usual, that is to say, 
like a greyhound after a hare. Tony was put up, 
so-ho'd, run after, run over, run before, turned, 
tumbled and mumbled, scud and scut, and gripped 
by the jugulars. But thafs a scurvy simile to 
another I have, lapped up in pancakes^ so give 
the calendar a shove backwards, and suppose it 
Shrovetide, and poor Tony stuck up in dock by 
way of a shy^cock for the law limbs to shy at. 
You never saw such pelting in your life ; no, not 
even when St. Swithin took it into her watery head 
to rain cats and dogs ! First, the Foreman of the 
Grand Jury jerked a true bill at him, that took 
effect on his head. Thereupon the Clerk of Ar- 
raigns pitched a heavy indictinent in his very teeth, 
30 that it shivered into thirteen separate counts* 
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THE ROPE DANCER. 7 

Then the Council for the Crown heaved a brief of 
forty folios into the pit of his stomach ; anon 
opening a masked battery, he threw in sworn wit- 
nesses in a volley like bomb-shells, and when they 
exploded there flew out from them two melting 
pots,/our moulds, nine bulls, and seven-and-twenty 
hogs, and every hog of them weighed in evidence 
npwards of ninety stone. Finally, the Chief 
Pitcher himself pitched at him his great wig, and 
his fur gown, and his gold chain, and his mace, and 
his great inkstand, and the King's crown, and the 
lion and the unicorn, every thing in short he could 
catch up, and then, taking both hands, he heaved 
at him the Stiatutes at Large ; not content with 
which he took next to pelt him with pairs of mis- 
siles at once. For instance, a horse and a hurdle, 
a gallows and a halter, a shovel-hat and a con- 
demned sermon, a last dying speech and an elm 
coffin, and, last of all, may I die of the pip the next 
time I eat oranges, if he didn't cast at him the 
whole steeple of St. Sepulchre, death-bell and all, 
as if it had bean only a snow-ball. 




Nerer was St Stephen id pelted. No wonder in 
the world, that under such a huge heap of rubbish, be 
became utterly dambfonnded, bamboozled, obfusca- 
ted, mixroazediipifflicated,flun)mockst, and flabber- 
gasted ; seeing which the Chief Pitcher, as osnal, 
inqnired whether he had the infioitesimal of a word 
to say against being strangled into a blackamoor, 
with the Tery eyes of his head giving notice to quit. 
What matter that Tony had a bramble in his mind 
that bore reasons like blackberries, and ripe ones 
too ; as for example, that a tight rope round tbi^ 
gullet is Tery bad for the health, and particnlart 
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THE ROPE DANCER. 9 

when one's health requires to take pills, or even 
holuses, three times a day ? I say, he might have 
given a thousand such reasonable reasons against 
hanging, but the very momentous minute of open- 
ing his mouth, the Chief Pitcher pitched into it a 
prodigious great bung, as dab and apt and cleverly 
as if he had played at nothing else but chuck- 
farthing and pitch-in-the-hole ever since he was 
fourteen. So the mummy of silence being pre- 
served, the Merlinising began, and hey presto! 
before you could say Herman Boaz, the big wig 
was turned into a black cap ! After that you may 
tell the world that bur Judges are no conjurors. 
Thus the trial ended, and Tony's sentence, as taken 
in the hieroglyphical short-hand , ran thus : namely, ' 
^^ that he was to be sent on a Black Monday to the 
Deaf and Dumb School that is kept in a coffin/* 

All this time, mark you, he had the whim with 
him in the dock, and to look at it now and th^n 
seemed his only comfort in life,— how it whisked 
and frisked, and looked about it, and fed heartily, 
as if there had been no such thing as law or law-* 
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cats in the blessed world ; and when Tony went 
back, like a volume of felony, to be bound in stone, 
the whim still went with him to his cell, and from 
his cell to the press-room, and from the press-room 
to the debtor's door, and from the debtor's door 
to death's door itself, which opens on the scaffold, 
as you turn off to the. right hand or the left, in 
your way to nobody knows where. To take sucfa 
a whim of a reptile with one to the gallows^ seems 
whimsical enough ; but the Emperor Adrian, if 
you read the classics, had such a vagabondish, 
blandish, little animal, his animula yagula blan- 
dula, to be with him on his death-bed. 

Well, Friday came, and Saturday, and Sunday, 
and Sunday's night; he was posting to eternity 
with four bolters. I will bet the whole national 
debt he would hare given eighteen pence a mile, 
and half-a-crown to the boy, to have been posting 
on any other road. All the favour the law allowed 
him was to have an Ordinary at eight instead of 
an ordinary at one, a very ordinary favour to a 
man who was about to leave off dining. . But the 
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devil ought to have his due, and so should the 
Lord Mayor and the Sheriffs. As they had neglected 
Tony a little, hy not heing with the other gossips 
at his christening, to usher him into this world, 
they attended very ceremoniously to show him 
out of it, each , in his gilt coach ; and with regard 
to the coachmen, the footmen, and even the very 
horses themselves, they were all Malthusians. Of 
course the Recorder brought the hanging-warrant, 
and if you would know what the hanging-warrant 
was like,' ti was like a Inap of CKeshire with the 
Mersey left out. 

I forgot to -tell you, that before it came to this 
pass, the Ordinary came oftentimes to the cell 
where Tony was, to pray, besides whom there was 
an Extraordinary, who examined him on his points 
of faith. And the points of faith were these ; 
namely, whether he believed the moon to be of 
green cheese, and as to the size of the mites 
thereoYi. Secondly, if he believed the puppet- 
play of Punch and Judy to be a type of the fall 
of Nineveh ; and thirdly, concerning the lions in 
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Pilgrim's Progress, whether they were bred at Mr. 
Wombwell's or Mr. Cross's, or at the Tower of 
London. To all of which Tony giving decidedly 
serious answers, he was pronounced fit to die, and 
quite prepared to have his nerk stretched, as long 
as the throttle of a claret-bottle when the wine is 
ropy. 

Accordingly, on the morning of Monday, Time 
laid his long hand upon Tony's collar, and gave 
him eight distinct hints that his hour was come 
for being ornithologised by sentence of the great 
Law Bird, genus Black-cap, into the jail bird, 
genus Wryneck. Never was there such mobbing 
to see a hanging. Half the Londoners that morn- 
ing went without their breakfasts to be in time 
for the Old Bailey. Trot, trot, trot, canter and full 
gallop ; away through Piccadilly ; push on there, 
in the Strand, hey down Holbom Hill, with a 
yoicks in Gheapside, and a hark forward, in New- 
gate-street, and a tally ho ! in West Smithfield. 
They all meant to be in at the death. Never was ' 
there such a race, to see a man whose race wM 
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THB ROPE DANCER. 13 

run losing it by a neck. And the order of the 
running was thus. The Royal Humane Society 
got in first at the Drop, and had an excellent front 
row. The Society for Preventing Cruelty to Ani- 
mals was a good second; and may I die, if the 
Law Life Assurance hadn't the assurance to come 
third. Next came the Philanthropic Society, with 
the Society of Gt>od Samaritans barely a length 
behind ; and then the Society for Promoting Chris- 
tian Knowledge, neck and neck with the London 
Benevolent Society; all racing till they panted 
again, to see Tony put out of breath. You never saw 
such a chevy ! Luckily there was no Anniversary at 
St. Paul's, so the Sons of the Clergy cantered in with 
all the children of all the parishes that had any 
charity, to see an execution put in for the debt 
of Nature. Also the Medical Society came to 
see one die by the New Dropsy; and all the 
Knights of the Garter, with their orders, it heing 
a collat'day, wherefore they wore their garters ac- 
cording to the fashion of Miss Bailey ; and all the 
Foreign Ambassadors. Seeing which, Tony put 
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I on a good face, and walked stoutly up the ladder, 
saying softly to himself, ** the eyes of Europe are 
upon you.*' All being ready, with the Ordinary 
on the right hand, and the Extraordinary on the 
left, and the Great Constrictor a little behind, 
Tony (who had his whim with him) was asked how 
he felt himself, and how his father and mother did, 
and all his little brothers and sisters ; to which he 
answered thankfully, that they were all very well, 
and that for his. own part, he felt very comfortable, 
and died in, the faith of St. Vitus. Now the faith 
of St. Vitus is not exactly the faith of the Church 
of England, nor, in faith, do I well know what 
faith it is ; but the Ordinary took no objection toj 
it, for he was a man in favour of universal tole< 
ration, remembering the saying of the heathei 

* 

Priest of Apollo to the Bishop of Magnum Bonui 
** Yoii have your thology, and let me have 
thology.'* So the Ordinary held his peace, 
the Extraordinary would fain have argued 
point regularly and methodically, according] 
the dogmatical manner of Cerberus, namely, f 
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THE ROPE DANCER. 15 

discourse with three heads ; and if he had once 
begun to spin the triple yam of controversy, pro- 
syversy, and viceversy into a cable, there is no 
saying on oath whether the other rope might have 
been used to this day. Seeing, therefore, how 
matters stood. Master Strangulator pushed in, with 
an elbowing manner, and began begging pardon of 
Tony for the part he was about to perform, who 
forgave him' very readily, requesting him moreover 
to shake hands, and by Gog and Magog, such a 
shake was never shaked since the Shakers became 
a sect ! 

At the first grapple of their fingers, the Stran- 
gulator pulled away his hand with a jerk, as if a 
bear's palm had been palmed upon him instead of 
a human paw. Then, after making a frightful 
face, he gave a mighty great spring or vault up- 
wards, a deal higher than the gallows, when, on 
coming down, he alighted with his legs astraddle 
upon the beam, where he kept posturing for some 
five minutes ; now rowing with his arms and legs, 
like a fish, now hanging with his head downwards, 
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first by one leg and then by the otbeF) then by one 
hand, and then again by his chin; yon never taw a 
rope-dancer or tumbler of them all, at Bartlemy't 
or Astley's, more nimble. Then coming down to 
the stage with a bound, he threw three summersets 
forward, and then three backwards, as quick as 
thought. Anon, after standing for a miuute in the 
first position, he fell a-dancing with all his might 
and main, and as fast as be could lift his feet, like 
a bear upon a hotted floor. Never was such a 
spring danced round about the gallows-tree ; Gil- 
deroy was a fool to him. You may guess how the 
Lord Mayor and Sheriffs, and the Ordinary t 
the Extraordinary, stared at such a caper, till the| 
eyes grew as big as owls' ; and still mo; 
tbey saw Tony, after making a round O of 1^ 
■noath, fall to bouucing and bounding like anotU 
Oscar Byrne t Shade of Holbein, what a Dai 
of Death I Only think of Jack Ketch and the « 
demned dancing face to face on the drop, I 
poussetting, now setting to each other, now I 
mandiDg,now waltzing, and then. Father of V« 



THE ROPE DANCER. 17 

what a tkbleau! Tony figuring, opera- fashion, 
on one leg, with Cheshire poising on tip-toe on the 
calf of the other! As for his whim, it was jerked 
out of the box at the first frisk, and had enough to 
do, you may be sure, to scuttle out of the way 
of the skipping and hopping ; as it was, the poor 
reptile got more kicks than ha'pence. 

In the meantime the Humanes, and the Samari- 
tans, and the Benevolents, and the rest of the mob, 
did not stand and look on quite as mum as if it had 
been an overbrimming Quaker's meeting, with a 
collection afterwards at the door for the Deaf and 
Dumb. They chuckled, and crowed, and laughed 
till they brayed again ; and roared, and bellowed* 
and shouted, and shrieked like hysenas in hysterics. 
" Huzza ! huzzaw ! Gd it Jack ! That's your sort ! 
encore — ahcore — anker — ancoore, — bravo — brawvo 
— bravoo— brawvoo ! Well done Tony— Tony for 
ever — ^Tony for my money! — keep it up! Ifs 
better than dancing upon nothing." If Laporte had 
been there, who knows what offer he might have 
imade them ; for Taglioni herself never danced so— 
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that is to say, gratis, and without music. On they 
jigged, however, without let or stint, and may I 
hang my hat up for ever, if the same whim did not 
suddenly take the marshal, janitor, or head gaoler, 
however unfit for dancing, seeing that one of his legs 
was made of the same flesh as my oak tahle. Timber 
or not, he balanced on it for a whole minute, while 
the other foot's great toe, far above his hip, pointed 
exactly at the clock of St. Sepulchre, and then 
swinging his arms like a horizontal windmill, he 
spun off into a whirlwind of pirouettes that made 
one giddy* to look at. That done, he struck in 
between the other two with a reel step, and they 
immediately began to work out a dancing sum in 
the rule of three, which requires only one figure, 
namely, a figure of eight. Scuffle, shuffle, in and» 
out, the three Kirk AUoway witches could not havi 
footed it better. In fact, there was no resisting i1 
The whim took the very Ordinary himself, thouf'' 
less boisterously at first, by reason of the gra 
of his calling, wherefore, taking a graceful 
with either hand of his cassock, he only glidf^ 
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to begin with, into the minuet de la cour. How- 
ever, as the dancing grew more fast and furious, he 
gradually danced, in spite of himself, having been 
classically bred, into the College Hornpipe, and I 
defy any one to say they ever saw it better danced, 
or more briskly, by the very Doctors of Oxford 
and Cambridge. Mother of Almack's, what a 
quadrille ! What a ball ! The three Fates, though 
winders of thread, and spinsters in ordinary, had 
never seen such a Cotton ball ! It was the strangest 
capriccio, the rarest mad morrice that ever was 
danced ; one minute a mazurka, then a polonaise 
then a gallopade, then a fandango, then a bolero, 
then a saraband, then a guaracha, then a Highland 
fling! Sometimes the Strangulator, by belp of the 
halter which he waved this way and that, seemed 
executing the shawl dance ; anon he double-shuffled 
like Dusty Bob. One minute Tony appeared as 
measuring his steps with a duchess dowager of the 
time of Louis the Fourteenth ; the next he was 
snapping his fingers with Maggie Lauder to the 
tune of TuUochgorum. You fancied one minute, 

2 
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that the Ordinary was dancing a pas seul, to the 
music of Haydn's slow movement, and before you 
could say Jack Robinson (now Earl of Kipoo) he 
started off into as grotesque a burlesque as ever was 
flung, and floundered, and flounced, and bounced, 
and shuffled, and scuffled, and draggled, and wig- 
gle-waggled, shambled, gambolled, scrambled, and 
skimble-skambled by Grimaldi in Mother Goose. 
Blessed were they who were born to behold it, 
though but from the* mother's arms. It was worth 
going five miles to see, the first mile trundling a 
coach-whe.el, the second picking up eggs, the 
third hopping on one leg, the fourth backwards, 
and the fifth jumped in a sack. If any man think 
otherwise, may he dance a country dance, that is 
to say, in a ten acre meadow, with a mohawking 
bully of a bull for a partner. 

The whim next seized the Extraordinary, and 
he danced like a dancing Fakir. He jumped, and 
thumped, and twirled, and whirled, and so did the 
rest, till the great drops rolled down their fore- 
heads, for it was in the very middle of the dog- 
daya, and verily if Sirius did not become «t daxitvci^ 
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dog it was not for want of masters. The clock 
struck nine, and still they were at if, cross hands, 
down the middle, and back again — ^'twas a mercy 
the bolt held. Chassez-croisez, dos-a-dos! — it was 
getting on for ten, and yet they never yet called a 
fresh set ! high time, my masters, for authority to 
interfere ; but the Head of the Corporation had no 
sooner set the foot of the corporation on the scaf- 
fold, than the whole of the corporation gave way 
to the whim, and was carried off with a swagger 
into the medley, as if it had been the great ball at 
Easter. There, I say, was the Mayor of London, 
scarlet cloak, and fur, and gold chain and all, 
capering like a climbing boy on the first of May. 
If you had seen that morris danced, 'tis long odds, 
Londoners, you would not have known your own 
May'r from a Hobbyhorse. 

The Sheriffs came next, and they gave in to the 
same whim and danced, and so did three Phrenolo- 
gists who were in waiting to take a cast of the 
skull, and another old woman who had got upon 
the scaffold to be stroked on the neck for a wen. 
Thon^h her dancing day was over, iVve \i^^^^^ V^x 
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best, and so did a Jew who came up to haggle for 
the criminars clothes, and likewise an amateur in 
hangings, who meant to bid high for a piece of the 
rope. These all danced, and God knows how many 
more might have joined the corps de ballet, but for 
a certain leap that was leaped by the Lord Mayor, 
and which knocked the whim on the head. Now the 
Lord Mayor's weight in the city, in mere flesh, was 
a matter of sixteen stone (on the 10th of November 
a little more), and his gold chain was seventy-five 
pounds, as good Troy weight as if Priam had 
weighed it himself. He had besides in his pocket, 
two hundred and fifty thousand pounds in gold, 
ninety-five, thousand pounds in silver, and five 
thousand seven hundred pounds in copper, more- 
over in his fob was an old family watch, formerly 
the clock of St. Dunstan, equal to ninety-five 
pounds and a half. Lastly, he carried on his per^"^ 
son a huge bunch of keys, house keys, warehouj 
keys, .shop keys, cellar keys, and particular! 
wine cellar keys, cupboard keys, and especiaH 
pantry keys, and above all the Master Key, 
he city, which at any old iron shop would ^ 
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been reckoned at a hundred pounds. Only think, 
my masters, when such a corporate body jumped, 
only think, I aay, with what a confounding, as- 
tounding, crashing, smashing, fiattening, pancake- 
making aole of a foot it would come down on any 
reptile short of a crocodile. No wonder then that 
Tony's whim was completely atomised, obliterated, 
and annihilated, which it was so utterly, that if 
you were to search on the gallows to-morrow, with 
a solar microecope to help you, I don't believe, on 
my soul, that you would find the least article or 
particle of the cuticle of 




( 



< 



24 



SALLY SIMPKIN'S LAMENT; 

OR, JOHN Jones's kit-cat-astrophe. 

** He left his body to the sea. 
And made a shark his leg;atee.** 

Brtan and Ferbenb. 

*' Oh ! what is that comes gliding in, 
And quite in middling haste ? 
It is the picture of my Jones, 
And painted to the waist. 

*' It is not painted to the life, 

For Where's the trowsers blue ? 
Oh Jones, my dear ! — Oh dear ! my Jones, 
What is become of you?'* 

" Oh! Sally dear, it is too true, — 
The half that you remark 
Is come to say my other half 
Is bit oif by a shark I 
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" Oh ! Sally, sharks do things by haWes, 
Yet most completely do ! 
A bite iu one place seems enough, 
But I've been bit in two 

** You know I once was all your own, 
But now a shark must share ! 
But let that pass— for now, to you 
I'm neither here nor there. 

" Alas! death has a strange divorce 
Effected in the sea, 
It has divided me from you, 
And even me from me ! 

" Don't fear my ghost will walk o'nights 
To haunt, as people say ; 
My ghost canU walk, for, oh! my legs 
Are many leagues away ! 

'' Lord ! think when I am swimming round, 
A;id looking where the boat is, 
A shark just snaps away a half, 
Without " a quarterns notice." 
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" One half is here, the otber half 
Is near Columbia placed ; 
Oh ! Sally, I have got the whole 
Atlantic for my waist. 

" But now, adieu — a long adieu! 
I've solved death's awful riddle. 
And would say more, but I am doomed 
To break off in the middle !" 
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A TALE OF THE GREAT PLAGUE. 



" This is one of the peat discretions."— Sir Hugh Evans. 

About five or six years after that deplorable 
great Plague of London, there befel a circumstance 
which, as it is not set forth in Defoe his history 
of the pestilence, I shall make bold to write down 
herein, not only on account of the strangeness of 
the event, but also because it carries a moral pick- 
a-back, as a good story ought to do. 

It is a notoriously known fact, as collected from 
the bills of mottality, that there died of the plague 
in the mere metropolis a matter of some hundreds 
of thousands of human souls ; yet notwithstanding 
this most awful warning to evil doers, the land did 
nevertheless bring forth such a rank crop of sin 



28 A TALE OF THE GREAT PLAGUE. 

And wickedness, that the like was never known 
before or after; the city of London, especially, 
being overrun with bands of thieves and murtherers, 
against whom there was little or no check, the 
civical police having been utterly disbanded 
and disrupt during the ravages of the pestilence. 
Neither did men's minds turn for some time towards 
the mere safeguard of property, being still dis- 
tracted with personal fears, for although the pest 
had, as it were, died of the excess of its own vio- 
lence, yet from time to time there arose flying 
rumours of fresh breakings out of the malady. 
The small-pox and the malignant fever being the 
prolific parents of such like alarms. Accordingly 
many notable robberies and divers grievous mnr- 
thers having been acted with impunity during the 
horrible crisis of the pest, those which had before 
been wicked were now hardened, and became a 
thousand times worse, till the city and the neigh- 
bourhood thereof seemed given in prey to devils, 
who had been loosened for a season from the ever- 
lasting fetters of the law. 
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Now four of these desperadoes having met 
together at the Dolphin in Deptford, they laid a 
plot together to rob a certain lone mansion house 
which stood betwixt the Thames marshes and the 
Forest of Hainault, and which was left in the 
charge of only one man, the family being gone off 
to another mansion house in the county of Wilt- 
shire, for the sake of a more wholesome air. And 
' the manner of the plot was this ; one of the villains 
going in a feigned voice was to knock at the front- 
door and beg piteously for a night's shelter, and 
then the door, being opened, the other knaves were 
to rush in and bind the serving-man, or murther 
him, as might seem best, and so taking his keys 
they were to ransack the house, where they 
expected to find a good store of plate. Accordingly 
one Friday, at the dead of the night, they set forth, 
having for leader a fellow that was named Black- 
face, by reason of a vizard which he wore always 
on such errands, diverting themselves by the way 
with laying out each man his share of the booty in 
the manner that pleased him best, wine and the 



30 A TALE OF THE GREAT PLAGUE. 

women of Lewkener's Lane coming in you may be 
sure for the main burthen of the song. At last 
they entered the fore^-court of the house which they 
were to rob, and which was as silent as death, and 
as dark, excepting a glimmer from one window 
towards the top. Blackface then, as agreed upon, 
began to beat at the door, but being flushed with 
drink, instead of entreating for an entrance, he 
shouted out to the serying-man> bidding him with 
many terrible oaths to come down and to render up 
his keys, for that they were come to relieve him of 
his charge. 

" In the name of God, my masters," cried the 
serving-man from the window, " what do you want 
here ? " 

" We are come," returned Blackface, " to 
relieve you of your trust, so throw us down your 
keys." 

" An that be all," said the serving-man, whose 
name was Adams, ** wait but a little while and you 
shall hav^ the keys and my place to boot. Come 
again but a few hours hence and you shall find me 
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dead, when you may do with me and my trust as 
you list." 

" Come, come," cries Blackface, " no preaching, 
but come down and open, or we will bring fire and 
faggot to the door." 

" Ye shall not need," answered Adams, 
** hearken only to what I say, and you shall have 
free passage ; but I give you fair warning, though I 
be but a single man, and without weapon, and sick 
even unto death, yet shall your coming in cost you 
as many lives as ye bear amongst you, for within 
these walls there is a dismal giant that hath slain 
his thousands, even the plague.'' At these dreary 
words the courage of the robbers was taken some- 
what aback, but Blackface spirited them on, saying 
it was no doubt an invention to deter them from the 
spoil. 

" Alas," answered Adams, who overheard their 
argument, " what I say is the solemn and sorrow- 
ful truth, and which I am speaking for the last 
time, for I shall never see to-morrow's blessed sun. 
As for the door, I will open it to you with my own 
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haodfi, beseeching yuu for your own Bakes to stand 
a little apart, and out of the taint of my breath, 
nhich is sure destruction. There is one child herein 
a dead corpse, as you shall behold if you have so 
much courage, for it lieth unburied in the hall." 
So aayiog he descended, and presently flung open 
the ball door, the villains withdrawing a little 
backward, and they saw verily by the light of a 
rush wick which he carried, that he was lapt only 
in a white sheet, and looking very pale and ghost- 
like, with a most dismal black circle round each of 
his eyea- 

" If ye disbelieve me still," he said, '■ look 
inwards when I draw back from the door, and ye 
sliall see what was n i./ing child this day, but is 
now a corpse hastening to corruption. Alas, in 
the midst of life we are in death: she was seized at 
play." With these words he drew aside, and the 
robbers, looking through the door, perceived it 
was even as he said, for the dead body of the 
child was lying on the hall table, with the same 
black ring round its eyes, and dressed in brocade 
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and riband as though death had carried it off, 
even as he said, in its holiday clothes. " Now," 
said Adams, after they had gazed awhile, '^ here 
be the keys," therewithal casting towards them a 
huge bunch, but the yillains would now no more 
meddle with them than with so many aspics or 
scorpions, looking oh them in truth as the very 
keys of death's door. Accordingly, after venting 
a few curses on their ill luck, they began to depart 
in very ill humour, when Adams again called to 
them to hear his last words. 

" Now," said he, ** though ye came hither with 
robbery, and perchance murder in your hearts, 
against me, yet as a true Christian will I not only 
forgive your wicked intents, but advise you how to 
shun that miserable end which my own life is 
coming to so very suddenly. Although your souls 
hare been saved fromi sin, yet, doubtless ye have 
not stood so long in this infected air without peril 
to the health of your bodies, wherefore, by the 
advice of a dying man, go straightway from this 
over to Laytonstone, where there be tan pits, and 

D 
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sit there for a good hour amidst the strong smell 
of tl^e tan, and which hath more virtue as a remedy 
against the infection of the plague, than even tobacco 
or the odour of drugs. Do this and live, for the 
poison is strong and subtle, and seizeth, ere one can 
be aware, on the springs of life." Thereupon, he 
uttered a dismal groan, and began yelling so fear- 
fully that the robbers with one accord took to 
flight, and never stopped till they were come to 
Laytonstone, and into the tanner^s very yard, where 
they sat down and stooped over the pit, snuffing up 
the odours with all the relish of men in whose 
nostrils it was as the breath of life. In which 
posture they had been sitting half an hour, when 
there entered several persons with a lantern, and 
^hich they took to be the tanner and his men, and 
to whom, therefore, they addressed themselves, 
begging pardon for their boldness, and entreating 
leave to continue awhile in the tan-yard to dis- 
infect themselves of the plague; but they had 
hardly uttered these words, when lo! each man 
was suddenly seized upon^ and bound in a twink- 
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ling, the constables^ for such they were, jeering 
them withal, and saying the plague had been too 
busy to come itself, but had sent them a gallows 
and a halter instead, which would serve their turn. 
Whereupon, most of the rogues became very chop- 
fallen, but Blackface swore he could die easy but 
for one thing upon his mind, and that was, what 
had become of the dead child and the man dying 
of the plague, both of which he had seen with his 
own eyes. Hereupon, the man with a lantern 
turned the light upon his own face, which the 
rogues knew directly to be the countenance of 
Adams himself, but without any of those black 
rings round the eyes, and for which he explained 
he had been indebted to a little charcoal. ** As 
for the dead child," he said, ** you must enquire, 
my masters, of the worshipful company of Barber 
Surgeons, and they will tell you of a certain waxen 
puppet of Hygeia, the Goddess of Health, which 
used to be carried at their pageants, and when it 
fell into disuse was purchased of them by my 
Lady Dame Ellinor Wood, for a plaything to her 
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own children. So one head yon see is worth four 
pair of hands, and yoar whole gang, tall, and 
strong knaves though you be, have been over- 
matched by one old mSiD and a doll." 
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OVER THE WAY. 



" I sat over against a window where there stood a pot with very 
P'etty flowers j and I had my eyes fixed on it, when on a sudden 
t^e window opened, and a young lady appeared whose beauty 
struck me." 

Arabian Nights. 



Alas ! the flames of an unhappy lover 
About my heart and on my vitals prey ; 
I've caught a fever that I can't get over, 

Over the way ! 

Oh! why are eyes of hazel? noses Grecian ! 
IVe lost my rest by night, my peace by day, 
For want of some brown Holland or Venetian, 

Over the way I 
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I've gazed too often, till my heart's as lost 
As any needle in a stack of hay : 
Crosses belong to love^ and mine is crossed 

Over the way ! 

I cannot read or write, or thoughts relax — 
Of what avail Lord Althorp or Earl Qrey ? 
They cannot ease me of my window-tax 

Over the way ! 

Even on Sunday my devotions vary. 
And from St. Bennet Fink they go astray 
To dear St. Mary Overy — the Mary 

Over the way I 

Oh ! if my godmother were but a fairy, 
With magic wand, how I would beg and pray 
That she would change me into that canary 

Over the way ! 

I envy every thing thaf s near Miss Lindo, 
A pug, a poll, a squirrel, or a jay — 
Blest bluebottles ! that buz about the window 

Over tAie Yra^\ 
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Even at even, for there be no shutters, 
I see her reading on, from grave to gay, 
Some tale or poem, till the candle gutters 

Over the way ! 

And then— oh! then — ^while the clear waxen taper 
Emits, two stoiies high, a starlike ray, 
I see twelve auburn curls put into paper , 

Over the way! 

• 

But how breathe unto her my deep regards, 
Or ask her for a whispered aye or nay, — 
Or olFer her my hand, some thirty yards 

Over the way ? 

Cold as the pole she is to my adoring ;— 
Like Captain Lyon, at Repulse's !Bay, 
I meet an icy end to my exploring 

Over the way ! 

Each dirty little Savoyard that dances 
She looks on— Punch — or chimney-sweeps in May, 
Zounds ! wherefore cannot I attract her glances 

Over l\ie vf ti^ \ 
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Half out she leans to watch a tumbling brat, 
Or yelping cur, run over by a dray ; 
But I'm in love — she never pities that ! 

Over the way ! 

I go to the same church — a love lost labour ; 
Haunt all her walks, and dodge her at the play 
She does not seem to know she has a neighboi 

Over the way ! 

At private theatres she never acts ; 
No Crown and Anchor balls her fancy sway ; 
She never visits gentlemen with tracts 

Over the way ! 

To billets-doux by post she shows no favour- 
In short, there is no plot that I can lay 
To break my window-pains to my enslaver 

Over the way ! 

I play the flute — she heeds not my chromatic 
No friend an introduction can purvey ; 
I wish a fire would break out in the attics 

Over t\ve Yra^ \ 
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sted form ought of itself to touch her ; 
ker feels my appetite's decay ; 
I for butchers' meat— oh ! she's my butcher 

Over the way ! 

f I turn ; at lamb or veal I pout; 
r ring now to bring up the tray ; 
mach grumbles at my dining out 

Over the way ! 

ary of my life ; without regret 
I resign this miserable clay 
within that box of mignonette 

Over the way ! 

ted bullets to my pistol-bore ; 
wed at times to rush where trumpets bray, 
lick of number one— and number four 

Over the way ! 

imes my fancy builds up castles airy, 
imes it only paints a ferme ome6, 
e — a cow— six fowls— a pig — and Mary, 

Over t1ie Yra^X 
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Sometimes I dream of her iu bridal white. 
Standing before the altar, like a fay ; 
Sometimes of balls, and neighbourly invite 

Over the way ! 

IVe coo'd with her in dreams, like any turtle, 
IVesnatch'dher from the Clyde, the Tweed, and Ta 
Thrice I have made a grove of that one myrtle 

Over the way ! 

Thrice I have rowed her in a fairy shallop 
Thrice raced to Gretna in a neat ** po-shay,' 
And shower'd crowns to make the horses gallop 

Over theway ! 

And thrice IVe started up from dreams appalling 
Of killing rivals in a bloody fray — 
There is a young man very fond of calling 
• \ Over the way ! 

Oh ! happy man — above all Kings in glory. 
Whoever in her ear may say his say. 
And add a tale of love to that one story 

Over the way I 



1 Nabob of Arcol— Despot of Japan — 
Sultan of Persia — Emperor of Cathay — 
Mucl) rather would T be tbe bappy man 
Over the way! 

'Pith lucb a lot my heart would be in clover- 
But what — O horror !— what do I survey ! 
Postilions and white favours! — all is over 
Over the way ! 
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SUMMER.— A WINTER ECLOGUE. 



A Back Parlour at Camberwell. Sylvanus is seated at the 
breakfiEist-table, and greeteth his Mend Civis. 

Syl. — A good morrow to you, friend Civis, and a 
hearty welcome ! — How hath sleep dealt with you 
through the night ? 

Civ. — Purely indeed, and with rare pastoral 
dreams. I have done nothing but walk through 
pleasant groves, or " sit me down under shady 
boughs, the whole livelong night. A foretaste, my 
friend, of the rural delights yet to come, in stroll- 
ing with you, amongst the dainty shades of this 
your verdant retreat. How have I yearned 2^ 

\ 
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through the month of June, to be a Jack'i-the- 
Green again amidst your leaves here ! You know 
my prospect in town. 

Syl.— -Aye, truly ; I did once spend, or rather 
misspend a whole week there in the dog-days. You 
looked out opposite on a scorching brick front of 

six stories, with a south aspect — studded with I 
know not how many badges of Assurance from fire, 
and not without need — for the shop windows below 
seemed all a-blaze with geranium-coloured silks, 
at that time the mode, and flamme d'enfer. The 
left-hand shop, next door, was all red, likewise, 
with regiments of lobsters, in their new uni- 
forms ; beyond that, a terrible flaring Red Lion, 
newly done up with paint. At the next door, a 
vender of red morocco pocket-books— my eyes 
were in a scarlet fever, the whole time of my 
sojourning. 

Civ. — A true picture, I confess. We are, indeed, 
a little strong in the warm tints ; but they give the 
more zest to your suburban verdure. All the way 
down overnight, I thought only of the two tall 



46 SUMMER. — A WINTER ECLOGUE. 

elm trees beside your gate, and which have always 
been to my city optics as refreshing as a pair of 
green spectacles. Surely of all spots I have seen, 
Camberwell is the greenest, as the poet says, that 
ever laid hold of Memory's waist. 

Syl.— It hath been greener aforetime. But 1 
pray you sit down and fall to.^Shall I help you 
to dome of this relishing salted fish ? 

Civ. — By your good leave, Sylvanus, I will first 
draw up these blinds. My bedroom, you know, 
looks out only to the road, and J am longing to' 
help my eyes, to a little of what, as a citizen, I 
may truly call the green fat of nature. 

Syl.— Nay, Civis — I pray you let the blinds 
alone. The rolls are getting cold. This ham is 
excellently well cured, and the eggs are new-laid. 
Come, take a seat. 

Civ. — I beseech your patience for one moment. 
There !— the blind is up. What a brave flood of 
sunshine — and what a glorious blue sky ! — ^What 
a rare dainty day to roam abroad in, dallying with 
the Dryads ! — But what do I behold ! Oh, my Syl- 
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Tanus, tlie Dryads are stripped of their green kirtlcs 
— stark naked ! The trees are all bare, God help 
me ! as bare as the ** otomies in Surgeons' Hall ! " 

Syl. — You would take no forewarning— I bade 
you not pull up the blind. It was my intent to 
have broken the truth to you, after you had made 
a full meal ; but now you must to breakfast with 
what appetite you may ! 

Civ. — As I hope to see Paradise — ^there is not a 
^een bough betVreen this and Peckham ! 

Syl. — No truly, not a twig ! I would not advise 
any forlorn Babes to die in our woods, for Cock 
Hobin would be painfully perplext to provide them 
with a pall. Alas ! were a Butterf y to be born in 
our bowers, there is not a leaf to swaddle it in. 

Civ. — Miserable man that I am, to have come 
down so late, or rather that winter should have 
arrived thus early ! Ungenial climate ! untimely 
Boreas ! 

Syl. — Blame not Boreas, nor winter neither. 
Boiling heat had more part than, freezing point 
in this havoc. To think that even summer now-a 
days should go by steam ! 
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Civ. — You speak in Sphynxian riddles ! O my 
Sylvanus, tell me in plain English prose what has 
become df the green emeralds of the forest ? 

Syl.— Destroyed in one day by a swarm of 
locasts. Not the locusts of scripture, such as were 
eaten by St. John in the wilderness, but a new 
species. I caught one in the fact, on the very elm 
tree you wot of, and which it had stripped to the 
bone, saving one bough. 

Civ. — I am glad, with all my heart, that you 
have him secure, for I delight to gaze on the 
wonders of nature, even of the destructive kinds. 
You shall show me your new locust. Of course 
you thrusted a pin through the body, and fixed 
it down to a cork after the manner of the ento- 
mologists. 

Syl. — No, truly ; for it knocked me down after 
the manner of the pugilists, and so made its esoape; 

Civ. — ^How! be they so huge, then? To my 
fancy, they seem more like flying dragons than 
locusts. 

Syl. — It is true, notwithstanding. Some of 
them which I have seen^ measured nearly six feet 
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in length ; others, that were yoanger, from three to 
five. One of these last, the Minimi, or small fry, 
I likewise took captive, thoilgh not withotit some 
shrewd kicking and biting, and striking with its 
fore-paws. 

Civ. — The smallest of animals will do so to 
escape from bondage. I take for granted yoU 
knocked him on the head, foi the sake of peace. 

Syl. — No, indeed. I had not the heart; the 
nsage was so strangely human, — ape or monkey 
could not look more like a man in the face. And 
then it cried and whined for all the world like a 
mere boy. 

Civ. — It would have been a kind of petty murder 
to slay him. I do Hot think I could commit 
Monkeycide*myself. They look, as lady Macbeth 
says, so like our Fathers. To kill an ape would 
plant the whole stings of an apiary in my con- 
science. I pray you go on with the description. 

Syl. — Willingly, and according to the system 
of the great Linnaeus. Antennae or horns he had 
none, thus differing from the common locust, but 

£ 
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in lieu thereof, sundry bunches and tufts of coarse 
red hair; eyes brown, and tending inwards towards 
the proboscis or snout. Two fore-legs or arms ter- 
minating in ten palpi or feelers, and the same 
number of toes or claws on the hinder feet. On 
grasping truncus, or the trunk, it was cased in a 
loose skin resembling corduroy, the same being 
most curiously furnished with sundry bags or 
pouches, into which, like the provident pelican, it 
stuffed the forage it had collected from the trees. 

Civ. — With submission, Sylvanus, to your better 
judgment, I should have taken this same Locust, 
from your description, to have been actually a mere 
human boy. 

Syl. — Between ourselves, he was — though of 
what nation or parentage I know not. To use his 
own heathenish jargon, he was doing " a morning 
fake on the picking lay for a cove wot add a tea- 
crib in the monkery." 

Civ. — A strange gibberish, but- 1 do remember 
that Peter the Wild Boy was wont to discourse in 
the same uncouth fashion. Poor savage of the 
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woods ! I do feel for his pitiful estate ; but what 
could move him to pluck dff all the green emeralds 
of the Forest ? 

Syl. — To make sham Hyson and mock Souchong. 
£ven in June you would have deemed it was No- 
vember, there were so many ragged Guys collecting 
gunpowder. Oh Civis, thou hast no notion of the 
tea-trade that hath been carried on in these parts. 
Many times I have believed myself to be dwelling 
in Canton, and that my name was Hum. Thrice I 
have caught myself marvelling at the huge feet of 
Mrs. S., and have groped behind my nape for the 
national pigtail. * 

Civ.— Sylvanus, spare me. I have but one green 
week in the year, and here it is all blotted out of 
the calendar. I pray you do not jest with me. 
What hath become of the leaves of yon sycamore ? 

Syl Plucked by a Blackamoor who preferred 

it to the climbing of chimneys. 

Civ.— And yonder Ashes, which I could mourn 
for in appropriate sackcloth ? 

Syl. — Stripped by the select young gentlemen of 
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Seneca-house, who left the politer branches 6f 
education for the purpose. Scholars, yon know, 
will play truant gratis, and these had the opportu- 
nity of performing it at twopence the hour. One 
Saturday they did turn their half holiday into a 
whole one, and were found by the geographical 
master picking Chinese Pekoe and Padre on the 
sloe bushes and willows of Peckham Rye. 

Civ. — Oh, my Sylvanus, such then is the cause 
of the desolation I survey. To think that I may 
have myself helped to swallow the verdure that 
I should now be sitting under. That the green 
Druidical leaves, instead of clothing the Dryads, 
should be assisting in the sweeping of my own 
Kidderminster carpets^! 

Syl. — ^Verily so it is. The great god Pan is dead, 
and Pot will reign in his stead. 

Civ. — Such a misfortune was never before read 
in a tea-cup ! Oh, my Sylvanus, what is to become 
of patriotism or love of the country, when the best 
part of the country is turned to grouts ? 

Syl. — I have heard by way of rumour that Mis- 



THE NEW YORK 

PUBLIC LIBRARY 



1 



ASlC'li. F.r .N..X AND 

TIJL D k. N - ' : -N ! A i iO N S 

K L 



SUMMER. — A WINTER ECLOGUE. 53 

tress Shakerly of our village attributes her palsy 
to a dash of aspen in her British Congo ; indeed 
there be shrewd doubts abroad whether the great 
Projector hath been at all reforming by turning 
over a new leaf. Mr. Fairday, the notable chemist, 
hath sworn solemnly on his affidavit, that the tea 
is strongly emetical, having always acted upon his 
stomach as tea and turn out. 

Civ.^Of a verity it ought to be tested by the 
d6ctors. 

SvL.—They have tested it, and tasted it to boot. 
Dr. Buddy the Pennyroyal Professor of Botany, 
hath ranked it with the rankest of poisons, after 
experimenting its destructive virtues on select tea 
parties of his relations and friends. 

Civ. — And I doubt not Dr. Rudd, of the same 
Royal College, hath added a confirmation to this 
christening. 

Syl.— You know the proverb. Doctors' opinions 
do not keep step, or match together, better than 
their horses. Dr. Rudd hath given this beverage 
with cream of tartar and sugar of lead \o cotlwwh^- 
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tives, and hath satisfied himself morally and phy- 
sically that phthisic does not begin with tea. 

Civ. — Dr. Rudd is an ass! Oh, my Sylvanus, 
I am sick at heart ! Only two days since I 
did purchase a delectable book of poems, called 
" Foliage," purposely to read under your trees, 
but how can I enjoy it, when the very foliage of 
nature is, as the booksellers say, out of print. 
" Bare ruin'd qijiires where late the sweet birds 
sung." 

Syl. — My friend, take comfort. This tea-tray 
will not be brought up another year, for the coun- 
terfeit herb hath all been seized, and condemned to 
be burnt in the yard of the Excise. 

Civ. — I am glad o'nt, for it will be, as the 
French say, ** a feu-de-joie ;*' and verily all the 
little singing-birds ought to collect on the chimney- 
pots to chaunt a Tea Deum. In the meantime I 
must borrow Job's patience under my boils, though 
they be of the size of kettles, and have boiled 
away my summer at a gallop. Possibly you may 
have fewer locusts unot\ieT aeasow\ Wl b^ way 
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of precaution, the next time I come down by the 
' stage I shall attend to an old stage direction in 
Macbeth, namely, " Enter the army with their 
gieen boughs in their hands." 




56 



PAIR'D NOT MATCHED. 



Of wedded bliss 

Bards sing amiss, 
I cannot make a song of it ; 

For I am small, 

My wife is tall, 
And that's the short and long of it ! 



When we debate 

It is my fate 
To always have the wrong of it ; 

For I am small. 

And she is tall, 
And that's the short and long of it ! 
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And when I speak 

My voice is weak, 
But hers — she makes a gong of it; 

For I am small, 

And she is tall, 
And that's the short and long of it ! 



> She has, in brief, 

' Command in Chief, 

And I'm but Aide-de-Camp of it ; 

For I am small. 

And she is tall. 

And that's the short and long of it ! 



She gives to me 

The weakest tea, 
And takes the whole Souchong of it ; 

For I am small. 

And she is tall, 
And that's the short and long of it ! 
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She'll sometimes grip 

My buggy whip, 
And make me feel the thong of it ; 

For I am small, 

And she is tall. 
And thaf s the short and long of it ! 

Against my life 

Shell take a knife, 
Or fork, and dart the prong of it ; 

For I am small, 

And she is tall. 
And that's the short and long of it ! 

I sometimes think 

ril take to drink 
And hector when I'm strong of it ; 

For I am small. 

And she is tall, 
And that's the short and long of it ! 
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O, if the bell 

Would ring her knell, 
I'd make a gay ding dong of it ; 

For I am small, 

And she is tall, 
And thaf s the short and long of it ! 




" Man wants but little kere below, 
Nor wants that little long." 
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POEM,— FROM THE POLISH. 



Some months since a young lady was much surprised at 
receiving, from the Captain of a Whaler, a blank sheet of paper, 
folded in the form of a letter, and duly sealed. At last, recollecting 
the nature of sympathetic ink, she placed the missiye on a 
toasting-fork, and after holding it to the fire for a minute or two, 
succeeded in thawing out the following verses. 



From seventy-two North latitude. 

Dear Kitty I indite ; 
But first I'd have you understand, 

How hard it is to write. 

Of thoughts that hreathe and words that hum, 

My Kitty do not think, — 

« 

Before 1 wrote these very lines 
I had to melt my ink. 
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Of mutual flames and lover's warmth, 

You must not be too nice ; 
The sheet that I am writing on 

Was once a sheet of ice ! 

The Polar cold is sharp enough 

To freeze with icy gloss 
The genial current of the soul, 

Fen in a " Man of Ross." ' 

Pope says that letters waft a sigh, 

From Indus to the Pole ; 
But here I really wish the post 

Would only " post the coal,^^ 

So chilly is the Northern blast, 
It blows me through and through ; 

A ton of Wallsend in a note 
Would be a billet-doux ! 

In such a frigid latitude 

It scarce can be a sin. 
Should Passion cool a little, where 

A Fury was iced ill. 
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I'm rather tired of endless snow, 

And long for coals again; 
And would give up a Sea of Ice, 

For some of Lambton's Main. 

I'm sick of dazzling ice and snow. 

The sun itself I hate ; 
So very bright, so very cold. 

Just like a summer grate. 

For opodeldoc I would kneel, 
My chilblains to anoint ; 

Kate, the .needle of the north 
Has got a freezing point. 

Our food is solids, — ere we put 

Our meat into our crops. 
We take sledge-hammers to our steaks. 

And hatchets to our chops. 

So very bitter is the blast, 
So cutting is the air ; 

1 never have been warm but OQce, 

When hugging with a bear. 
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One thing I know you'll like to hear, 

Th' effect of Polar snows, 
IVe left off snuff — one pinching day— 

From leaving off my nose. 

I have no ear for music now ; 

My ears both left together ; * 
And as for dancing, I have cut 

My toes — it's cutting weather. 

I've said that you should have my hand, 

Some happy day to come ; 
But, Kate, you only now can wed 

A finger and a thumb. 

Don't fear that any Esquimaux 

Can wean me from my own ; 
The Girdle of the Queen of Love 

Is not the Frozen Zone. 

At wives with large estates of snow 

My fancy does not bite ; 
I like to see a Bride — but not 

In such a deal of white. 



rOEM, IROU TBE POLIBH. 

Gire me for home a house of brick, 
The Kate I love at Kew ! 

A hand unchopped — 8 merry eye ; 
And Dot a nose, of blue I 

To think upon the Bridge of Kew, 
' To me a bridge of sighs ; 
Oh, Kate, a pair of icicles 
Are standing in my eyes! 

God knows if I shall e'er return, 

In comfort to be lull'd ; 
But if I do get hack to port, 

Pray let me have it mnll'd. 
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THE FANCY FAIR. 



" It beareth the name of Vanity Fair, because the town where 
it is kept is * lighter than vanity ; ' and also because all that is 
there add, or that cometh thither, is vanity."— 

Pilgrim's Progress. 
** I named this place Boothia." 

CAPTAfN Ross. 



" A Fancy Fair," said my friend L., in his usual 
quaint style, ** is a fair subject for fancy ; take up 
your pen and try. For instance, there was one 
lield at the Mansion House. Conceive a shambling 
shock-headed clodpole, familiar with the wakes of 
Bow, Bamet, and Bartlemy, elbowing his awkward 
^ay into the Egyptian Hall, his round eyes and 
ojouth all a-gape in the ludicrous expectation of 
Seeing the Lord Mayor standing on his very Wor- 
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shipful head, the Lady Mayoress lifting a hundred 
weight by her Right Honourable hair, the Sword- 
Bearer swallowing his blade of state, the Recorder 
conjuring ribands from his learned and eloquent 
mouthy and the Senior Alderman with a painted 
York-and-Lancaster face, dancing a saraband a la 
Pierrot ! Or fancy Jolterhead at the fair of the 
Surrey Zoological, forcing his clumsy destructive 
course through groups of female fashionables, like 
a hog in a tulip bed, with the equally laughable 
intention of inspecting long horns and short horns, 
prime beasts and lean stock; of handling the 
porkers and coughing the colts. Nay, imagine 
our bumpkin at the great Fancy Fair of all, blun- 
dering up to a stall kept by a Royal Duchess, and 
inquiring perseveringly for a gilt gingerbread King 
and Queen — a long promised fairing to brother Bill 
at Leighton Buzzard ! '' 

Little did L. dream during this flourish of fancy^ 
that his whimsical fiction had been forestalled by 
fact; and a deep shade of vexation passed over his 
features while he perused the following hints from 
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Hants, as conveyed in a bond fide letter to the Editor 
of the Comic Annual. 



HoNNoaD Sub, 

DoNT no if you Be a Hamshire man, or a man 
atacht to the fancy, but as Both such myself, have 
took the libberty to write about what is no joke. 
Of coarse alude to being Hoaxt up to Lonnon, to 
sea a fair no fair at all and About as much fancy as 
you mite fancy on the pint of a pin. — 

Have foUerd the Fancy, ever since cumming of 
Age, and bean to every Puglistical fite, from the 
Gaim Chicking down to the fite last weak. Have 
bated Buls drawd Baggers, and Kild rats myself 
meening to say with my hone Dogs. Ought to no 
wot Fancy his. Self prays is no re-comenyation 
But have bean at every Fair Waik or Revvle in 
England. Ought to no then wot a Fare is. 

Has for the Lonnon job — could Sea nothin like 
Fancy and nothing like fare. Only a Toy shop out 

F 2 
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of Town with a gals skool looking after it, without 
a Guvverness and all oglein like Winkin. Lots of 
the fare sects but no thimbel rig, no priking in the 
garter no nothing. Am blest if our hone little 
Fare down at Goos Grean dont lick it all to Styx. 
Bulbeating,Baggerdrawing,Cuggleplaying, Rastlin, 
a Sopped pigtale, a Mane of Cox Jackasreacing 
jumpin in- Sax and a Grand Sire Peal of Trouble 
Bobs puld by the CoUige youths by way of givin 
a Bells Life to the hole. Call that Fancy. Too 
Wild Best Shoes, fore theatersbesides a Horseplay 
a Dwarft a She Giant a fat Child a prize ox five 
carriboo savidges a lurned Pigg an Albany with 
wite Hares a real See Murmad a Fir Eater and lots 
of Punshes and Juddis. Call that a Fare. 

Now for Lonnon. No Sanderses — no Richard- 
sens no wumwills menageris no backy boxis to shy 
for — no lucky Boxis. No poster makin no jugling 
or Dancing. Prest one yung laidy in ruge cheaks 
and trowsers verry civelly For a bit of a caper on 
the tite rop — But miss got on the hi rop, and calld 
for a conestubble. Askt annother in a ridding 
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babbit for the faver of a little horsmunship and got 
kicked out of her Booth. Goos Grean for my 
munny ! Saw a yung laidy there that swallerd a 
Sord and wasnt too Partickler to jump threw a 
hoop. Dutchesses look dull after that at a Fare. 
Verry dignified, but Prefer the Wax Wurk, as a 
Show. Dont sea anny think in Watch Pappers cut 
out by Countisses that have been bom with all 
their harms and legs — not Miss Biffins. 

Must say one thing for Goos Grean. Never got 
my pockit pict xcept at Lonnon — am sorry to say 
lost my Reader and Ticker and every Dump 1 had 
let alone a single sovran. And lost the best part 
of that besides to a Yung. Laidy that newer gave 
change. Greenish enuf says you for my Tim of 
Day but I was gammund by the baggidge to bye 
^ye shillin Pin Cushins. Wish Charrity had stayd 
at Hoam ! The ould Mare got a coald by waiting 
outside And the five Charrity pincushins hadn^t 
Bran enuf in their hole boddys to make her a 
Mash. 

Am told the Hospittle don't clear anny grate 
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profits after all is dun and Like enuff. A Fare 
should be a Fare and fokes at Room oght to do 
as Room does. Have a notion Peeressis that keep 
Booths wood take moor Munny if they wasn't abuv 
having the dubble drums and speakin trumpets and 
gongs. Theres nothin like goin the hole Hog! 

Shall be happy, sur, to sea You at Goos Green 
next Fare and pint out the Differince. Maybe in 
Flurtashun, and Matchmacking and getting off 
Dorters along with the dolls we ar a littel cut out, 
but for Ginuen Fancy and Fun and Fair Play its a 
mear Green Goos to Goos Green. 
Remain Sur, 

Your humbeJ tu command, 

Jacob Giles. 

P. S. Think Vallintins day wood be a Good 
fixter for next Fancy Fare. Shatit say why. Sniff 
sumthing of the kind goin on amung our hone 
Gals— Polly as just begd a sak of bran and she 
dont keap rabits. Pincu shins and nothin else. 
Tother day cum across a large Watchpokit and 
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inspect Mrs. G ia at the Bottom of it. No chumm 
bnttur no packin egs no setten H^a and crammin 
Tiirtis— Alt sniping ribbina folding papper sowin 
up Mtlen and splitting hole tniaaes of straw. Am 
blest if its for litterin down Horsia. Dont no how 
its all to he got to markit at Lonnoo, the nine Gals 
and all 'xcept its by a Pickfurd Van. 




ODE 
TO SIR ANDREW AGNEW, BART. 




O Andrew Faikservice,— but I beg pardon. 
You never laljour'd in Di Vernon's garden. 
On early kale and cabbages intent, — 
Andrew Chuichserrice was the thing I meant, — 
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You are a Christian— I would be the same, 
Although we differ, and I'll tell you why, 
Not meaning to make game, 
I do not like my Church so very High ! 

When people talk, as talk they will. 

About your bill, 
They say, among their other jibes and small jeers, 
That, if you had your way. 
You'd make the seventh day, 
As overbearing as the Dey of Algiers. 
Talk of converting Blacks — 

By your attacks. 
You make a thing so horrible of one day. 
Each nigger, they will bet a something tidy, 
Would rather be a heathenish Man Friday, 

Than your Man Sunday I 

So poor men speak, 

Who, once a week, 
P'rhaps, after weaving artificial flowers. 
Can snatch a glance of Nature's kinder bowers. 
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And revel in a bloom 

That is not of the loom, 
Making the earth, the streams, the skies, the trees, 

A Chapel of Ease. 
Whereas, as you would plan it, 
WalPd in with hard Scotch granite, 
People all day should look to their behaviours ; — 

r 

But though there be, as Shakspeare owns, 

" Sermons in stones," 
Zounds. ! Would you have us work at them like 
paviours ? 

Spontaneous is pure devotion's fire ; 

And in a green wood many a soul has built 

A new Church, with a fir-tree for its spire. 

Where Sin has prayed for peace, and wept for 

guilt. 
Better than if an architect the plan drew ; 
We know of old how medicines were backM, 
But true Religion needs not to be quack'd 
By an Un-merry Andrew ! 
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Suppose a poor town-weary sallow elf 
At Primrose-hill would renovate himself, 

Or drink (and no great harm) 
Milk genuine at Chalk Farm, — 
The innocent intention who would baulk, 
And drive him back into St. Bennet Fink ? / 
For my part, for my life, I cannot think 
A walk on Sunday is " the Devil's Walk." 

But there's a sect of Deists, and their creed 

Is D — ing other people to be d — d, — 

Yea, all that are not of their saintly level, 

They make a pious point 

To send, with an " aroint," 

Down to that great Fillhellenist, the Devil. 

To such, a ramble by the River Lea, 

Is really treading on the " Banks of D — ." 

Go down to Margate, wisest of law-makers. 
And say unto the sea, as Canute did, 

(Of course the sea will do as it is bid,) 
" This is the Sabbath — let there be no Breakers !'* 
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Seek London's Bishop, on some Sunday morn, 
And try him with your tenets to inoculate, — 
Ahuse his fine souchong, and say in scorn, 
" This is not ChurchmarCs Chocolate I" 

Or, seek Dissenters at their mid-day meal, 
And read them from your Sabbath Bill some pas- 
sages. 
And while they eat their mutton, beef, and veal. 

Shout out with holy zeal, — 
" These are not ChappeVs sassages !" 
Suppose your Act should act up to your will. 
Yet how will it appear to Mrs. Grundy, 
To hear you saying of this pious bill, 

It works well — on a Sunday ! " 



« 



To knock down apple-stalls is now too late, 
Except to starve some poor old harmless, madam ;— 
You might have done some good, and chang'd our 

fate. 
Could you have upset thaty which ruined Adam ! 
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'Tis useless to prescribe salt-cod and eggs, 
Or lay post-horses under legal fetters, 
While Tattersall's on Sunday stirs its Legs, 
Folks look for good examples from their Betters ! 

Consider,-^ Acts of Parliament may bind 
A man to go where Irvings are discoursing— 
But as for forcing "proper frames of mind," 
Minds are not framed^ like melons, for such /orcin^ / 

Remember, as a Scottish legislator, 
The Scotch Kirk always has a Moderator ; 
Meaning one need not ever be sojourning 
In a long Sermon Lane without a turning. 
Such grave old maids as Portia and Zenobia 
May like discourses with a skein of threads. 
And love a lecture for its many heads, 
But as for me, I have the Hydra-phobia. 

Religion one shauld never overdo : 
Right glad I am no minister you be, 



* For you would say your serrice, sir, to me. 
Till I should say, " My service, sir, to you." 
Six days made all that is, you know, and tlien 
Came that of rest — by holy ordiDatiou, 
As if to hint unto the sous of men. 
After creation should come re-creation. 
Read right this text, and do not further search 
To make a Sunday Workhouse of the Church. 
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THE DEATH OF THE DOMINIE. 



" Take him up, says the master." — Old Spelling Book. 

t 

My old Schoolmaster is dead. He'* died of a 
stroke ;" and I wonder none of his pupils have 
ever done the same. I have been floggc^d by many 
masters, but his rod, like Aaron's, swallowed up 
all the rest. We have often wished that he whipt 
on the principle of Italian penmanship,— up strokes 
heavy and down strokes light; but he did it in 
English round hand, and we used to think with a 
very hard pen. Such was his love of flogging, 
that for some failure in English composition, after 
having been well corrected I have been ordered to 
be revised. I have heard of a road to learning, and 
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he did justice to it; we certainly never went a 
stage in education without being well horsed. The 
mantle of Dr. Busby descended on his shoulders, 
and on ours. There was but one tree in the play- 
ground — a birch, but it never had a twig or leaf 
upon it. Spring or summer it always looked as 
bare as if the weather had been cutting at the 
latter end of the year. Pictures they say are 
incentives to learning, and certainly we never got 
through a page without cuts; for instance, I do 
not recollect a Latin article without a tail-piece.- 
AU^the Latin at that school might be comprised in 

one line — 

" Arma vimmque cano." 

An arm, a man, and a cane. It was Englished to 
me one day in school hours, when I was studying 
Robinson Crusoe instead of Virgil, by a storm of 
bamboo that really carried on the illusion, and 
made me think for the time that I was assaulted by 
a set of savages. He seemed to consider a boy as 
a bear's cub, and set himself literally to lick him 
into shape* He was so particularly fond of striking 
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US with a leather strap on the flats of our hanc 
that he njever allowed them a day's rest. There W£ 
no such thing as a Palm Sunday in our calenda 
In one word he was disinterestedly cruel, and use 
as industriously to strike for nothing as other worl 
men strike for wages. Some of the elder hoys, wh 
had read Smollett, christened him Roderic, from hi 
often hitting like Random, and heing so partial t 
Strap. 

His death was characteristic. After making hi 
will he sent for Mr. Taddy, the head usher, an 
addressed him as follows : ^* It is all over, M: 
Taddy — I am sinking fast — I am going from th 
terrestrial glohe — to the celestial — and have pre 
mised Tomkins a flogging — mind he has it — an 
don't let him pick off the huds— I have asked Aris 
totle" — (here his head wandered)—" and he says 
cannot live an hour — I don't like that hlack hors 
grinning at me— cane him soundly for not knowin 
his verhs— Castigo te, non quod odio haheam — 01 
Mr. Taddy, it's hreaking up with me — the vacation' 
coming — There is tliat hlack horse again — Dulci 

G 



82 THE DEATH OF THE DOMINIE. 

moriens reminiscitur — we are short of canes — Mr* 
Taddy, don't let the school get into disorder when 
I am gone — rm afraid through my illness— the 
boys have gone hack in their flogging — I feel a 
strange feeling all over me — Is the new pupil 
come? — I trust I have done my duty — and have 
made my will — and left all" — (here his head wan- 
dered again) — "to Mr. Souter, the school hook- 
seller — Mr. Taddy, I invite you to my funeral- 
make the hoys walk in good order — and take care 
at the crossings! — My sight is getting dim — ^write to 
Mrs. B. at Margate— and inform her — we break 
up on the 21st. — The school-door is left open— I am 
very cold — ^where is my ruler gone — I will make 
him feel — John, light the school lamps — I cannot 
see a line — Oh, Mr. Taddy — venit hora — my hour 
is come — I am dying-^thou art dying — he— is 

dying. — We — are— dying — you — are — dy" The 

voice ceased. He made a feeble motion with his 
hands, as if in the act of ruling a copy-book—" the 
ruling passion strong in death" — and expired. ' 
An epitaph, composed by himself, was discovered 
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in his desk,— with an unpublished pamphlet against 
Tom Paine. Tlie Epitaph was so stuffed with quo- 
tations from Homer and Virgil, aod almost every 
Greek or Latin author beside, that the mason who 
was coDsulted by the Widow declined to lithograph 
it under a Hundred Pounds. Tbe Dominie conse- 
quently reposes under no more Latin than Hic 
Jacet; — and without a single particle of Greek 
though he is himself a Long Homer. 
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THE LOST HEIR. 



" Oh where, and oh where 
Is my bonny laddie gone i** 

Old Sono. 

One day, as I was going by 

That part of Holborn christened High, 

I heard a loud and sudden cry, 

That chill'd my very blood ; 

And lo ! from out a dirty alley, 

Where pigs and Irish wont to rally, 

I saw a crazy woman sally, 

Bedaub'd with grease and mud. 

She tum'd her East, she turn'd her West, 

Staring like Pythoness possest. 

With streaming hair and heaving breast, 
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As one stark mad with grief. 

This way and thajt she wildly ran, 

Jostling with woman and with man- 

Her right hand held a frying pan, 

The left a lump of heef. 

At last her frenzy seem'd to reach 

A point just capable of speech, 

And with a tone almost a screech, 

As wild as ocean bird's, 

Or female Ranter movM to preach, 

She gave her " sorrow wi>rds." 



** Lord ! O dear, my heart will break, I shall go 
stick stark staring wild ! 

Has ever a one seen any thing about the streets like 
a crying lost-looking child ? 

lAwk help me, I dont know where to look, or to 
run, if I only knew which way — 

A Child as is lost about London streets, and espe- 
cially Seven Dials, is a needle in a bottle of 
hay. 
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I am all in a quiver — get out of my sight, do, yon 

wretch, you little Kitty M*Nab ! 
You promised to have half an eye to him, you know 

you did, you dirty deceitful young drab. 
The last time as ever I see. him, poor thing, was 

with my own blessed Motherly eyes. 
Sitting as good as gold in the gutter, a playing at 

making little dirt pies. 
I wonder he left the court where he was better off 

than all the other young boys. 
With two bricks, an old shoe, nine oyster-shells, 

and a dead kitten by way of toys. 
When his Father comes home, and he always comes 

home as sure as ever the clock strikes one. 
He'll be rampant, he will, at his child being lost ; 

and the beef and inguns not done ! 
La bless you, good folks, mind your own consarns, 

and dont be making a mob in the street ; 
Serjeant M^Farlane? you have not come across 

my poor little boy, have you, in your beat ? 
Do, good people, move on ! dont stand staring at 

me like a parcel of stupid stuck pigs ; 
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Saints forbid! but he's p'r'aps been inviggled away 

up a court for the sake of his clothes by the prigs ; 
He'd a very good jacket, for certain, for I bought 

it myself for a shilling one day in Rag Fair ; 
And his trowsers considering not very much patch'd, 

and red plush, they was once his Father's best 

pair. 
His shirt, it's very lucky I'd got washing in the tub, 

or that might have gone with the rest ; 
But he'd got on a very good pinafore with only two 

slits and a burn on the breast. 
He'd a goodish sort of hat, if the crown was sew'd 

in, and not quite so much jagg'd at the brim, 
With one shoe on, and the other shoe is a boot, and 

not a fit, and, you'll know by that if it's him. 
Except being so well dress'd, my mind would misgive, 

some old beggar woman in want of an orphan, 
Had borrow'd the child to go a begging with, but I'd 

rather see him laid out in his coffin! 
Do, good people, move on, such a rabble of boys ! 

Fll break every bone of 'em I come near, 
Go home — you're spilling the porter — go home — 
Tommy Jonea go along home ml\i '^outXi^^t. 
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This day is the sorrowfuUest day of my life, ever 

since my name was Betty Morgan, 
Them vile Savoyards ! they lost him once before all 

along of following a Monkey and an Organ : 
O my Billy— my head will turn right round — if he's 

got kiddynapp'd with them Italians, 
TEey'll make him a plaster parish image boy, they 

will, the outlandish tatterdemallions. 
Billy — where are you, Billy — I'm as hoarse as a crow, 

with screaming for ye, you young sorrow ! 
And shan't have half a voice, no more I shan't, for 

crying fresh herrings to-morrow. 

Billy you're bursting my heart in two, and my 

life won't be of no more vally. 
If I'm to see other folk's darlins, and none of mine, 

playing like angels in our alley, 
And what shall I do but cry out my eyes, when I 

looks at the old three legged chair. 
As Billy used to make coaches and horses of, and 

there a'n't no Billy there ! 

1 would run all the wide world over to find hina, if 

I only know'd where to run. 
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Liittle Murphy, now I remember, was once lost for a 

month through stealing a penny bun, — 
The Lord forbid of any child of mine ! I think it 

would kill me rally, 
To find my Bill holdin up his little innocent hand 

at the Old Bailey. 
For though I say it as oughtnH, yet I will say, you 

may search for miles and mileses 
And not find one better brought up, and more pretty 

behaved, from one end to t'other of St. Giles's. 
And if I called him a beauty, it's no lie, but only as 

a Mother ^mght to speak ; 
You never set eyes on a more handsomer face, only 

it hasn't been washed for a week ; 
As for hair, tho' its red, its the most nicest hair 

when I've time to just show it the comb ; 
1*11 owe 'em five pounds, and a blessing besides, as 

will* only bring him safe and sound home. 
He's blue eyes, and not to be call'd a squint, though 

a little cast he's certainly got ; 
And his nose is still a good un, tho' the bridge is 

broke, by his falling on a pewter pint pot; 
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He's got the most elegant wide mouth in the world, 

and very large teeth for his age ; 
And quite as fit as Mrs. Murdockson's child to play 

Cupid on the Drury Lane Stage. 
And then he has got such dear winning ways — hut 

O I never never shall see him no more ! 
O dear ! to think of losing him just after nuasiiig him 

hack from death's door ! 
Only the very last month when the windfalls, hang 

'em, was at twenty a penny ! 
And the threepence he'd got hy grottoing was 

spent in plums, and sixty for a child is too 

many. 
And the Cholera man came and whitewashed us all 

and, drat him, made a seize of our hog, — 
It's no use to send the Cryer to cry him ahout, he's 

such a hlnndenn drunken old dog ; 
The last time he was fetched to find a lost child, he 

was guzzling with his hell at the Crown, 
And went and cried a 'hoy instead of a girl, for a 

distracted Mother and Father ahout Town. 
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miy — where are you, Billy, I say? come Billy, 

come home, to yourhest of Mothers! 
'm scared when I think of them Cahroleys, they 

drive so, they'd run over their own Sisters and 

Brothers. 
>r may he he's stole hy some chimhly sweeping 

wretch, to stick fast in narrow flues and what 

not, 
Lnd he poked up hehind with a* picked pointed 

pole, when the soot has ketch'd, and the 

chimbly's red hot. 
)h I'd give the whole wide world, if the world was 

mine, to clap my two longin eyes on his face, 
^or he's my darlin of darlins, and if he don't soon 

come hack, you'll see me drop stone dead on 

the place. 
'. only wish Fd got him safe in these two Motherly 

arms and wouldn't I hug him find kiss him ! 
Ijauk ! I never knew what a precious he was — hut 

a child don't not feel like a child till you miss 

him. 



Why there he is! Punch and Jndy hunting, the 
young wretch, it's that Billy as sartin as sin ! 

But let me gel him home, with a good grip of his 
hair, and I'm blest if he shall have a whole 
bone in his skin ! 




THE FOX AND THE HEN. 

A FABLE. 



Speaking: within compass, as to fBtbalousness I prefer Southcote 
to Northcote. 

PieROOROMITUS. 

Owe day, or nigbt, no matter where or when, 
Sly Reynard, like a foot-pad, laid his pad 
Right on the body of a speckled Hen, 
Determined upon taking all she had ; 
And like a very bibber at his bottle, 
Began to draw the claret from her throttle ; 
Of course it put her in a pretty pucker, 
And with a scream as high 
As she could cry. 
She callM for help — she had enough of sucker. 
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Dame Partlefs scream 
Wakedy luckily, the house-dog from his dream, 

And, with a savage growl 

In answer to the fowl, 
He bounded forth against the prowling sinner, 
And, uninvited, came to the Fox Dinner. 

Sly Reynard heedful of the coming doom, 
Thought, self-deceived, 
He should not be perceived. 
Hiding his brush within a neighbouring broom; 
But quite unconscious of a Poacher*s snare, 

And caught in copper noose, 

And looking like a goose. 
Found that his fate had *^ hung upon a hare;'* 
His tricks and turns were rendered of no use to him. 
And worst of all he saw old surly Tray 

Coming to play 

Tray-Deuce with him. 

Tray, an old Mastiff bred at Dunstable, 
Under his Master, a most special constable. 
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Instead of killing Reynard in a fury, 
Seized him for legal trial by a Jury ; 
But Juries — iEsop was a sheriff then — 
CoDsisted of twelve Brutes and not of Men. 

But first the Elephant sat on the body — 
I mean the Hen — and proved that she was dead, 
To the veriest fool's head 
Of the Booby and the Noddy. 

Accordingly, the Stork brought in a bill 

Quite true enough to kill, 
And then the Owl was call'd, — for, mark, 
The Owl can witness in the dark. 
To make the evidence more plain, 
The Lynx connected all the chain. 
In short there was no quirk or quibble 
At which a legal Rat could nibble ; 
The Culprit was as far beyond hope's bounds, 
As if the Jury had been packed — of hounds. 
Reynard, however, at the utmost nick. 
Is seldom quite devoid of shift and trick ; 
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Accordingly our cunning Fox, 
Through certain influence, obscurely channerd, 
A friendly Camel got into the box, 
When 'gainst his life the Jury was impannerd. 

Now, in the Silly Isles such is the law. 

If Jurors should withdraw. 
They are to have no eating and no drinking, 
Till all are starved into one way of thinking. 

Thus Reynard's Jurors, who could not agree, 
Were lock'd up strictly, without bit or mummock, 
Till every Beast that only had one stomach. 
Bent to the Camel, who was blest with three. 
To do them justice, they debated 
From four till ten, while dinner waited, 
When thirst and hunger got the upper, 
And each inclined to mercy, and hot supper, 
" Not Guilty" was the word, and Master Fox 
Was freed to murder other hens and cocks. 



A -1 






v 






.....«.•- )-<^»'-'*^ 



MOKAL. 

Vhat moral greeU u» by tbis tale's Bssistance 
Bnt that tbe Solon is a sorry Solon, 

Vho makes the full stop of a Man's existence 
Depend upon a Colon? 
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THE STEAM SERVICE. 



" Life is but a kittle cast." 

Burns. 

The time is not yet come — but come it will — ^wl 
the masts of our Royal Navy shall be unshipp 
and huge unsightly chimneys be erected in th 
place. The trident will be taken out of the hf 
of Neptune, and replaced by the effigy of a red 
poker; the Union Jack will look like a smo 
jack; and Lambtons, Russels, and Adairs, will 
made Admirals of the Black ; the forecastle i 
be called the Newcastle, and the cockpit will 
termed the coal-pit; a man-of-war^s tender i 
be nothing but a Shields' collier ; first-lieutena 
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will have to attend lectures on the steam-engine, 
and midshipmen must take lessons as climbing 
boys in the art of sweeping flues. In short, the 
good old tune of " Rule Britannia " will give way 
to " Polly Put the Kettle on ;" while the Victory, 
the Majestic, and the Thunderer of Great Britain 
will "paddle in the burn," like the Harlequin, the 
Dart, and the Magnet of Margate. 

It will be well for our song writers to bear a wary 
eye to the Fleet, if they would prosper as Marine 
Poets. Some sea Gurney may get a seat at the 
Admiralty Board, and then farewell, a long fare- 
well, to the old ocean imagery ; marine metaphor 
will require a new figure-head. Flowing sheets, 
snowy wings, and the old comparison of a ship to 
a bird, will become obsolete and out of date! 
Poetical topsails will be taken aback, and all 
such things as reefs and double reefs will be 
shaken out of song. For my own part, I cannot 
be sufficiently thankful that I have not sought 
a Helicon of salt water; or canvassed the Nine 

Muses as a writer for their Marine LibtarY *, or 

H 2 
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made Pegasus a sea-horse, when sea-horses as well 
as land-horses are equally likely to be superseded 
by steam. After such a consummation, when the 
sea service, like the tea service, will depend chiefly 
on boiling water, it is very doubtful whether the 
Fleet will be worthy of any thing but plain prose. 
I have tried to adapt some of our popular blue 
ballads to the boiler, and Dibdin certainly does 
not steam quite so well as a potatoe. However, if 
his Sea Songs are to be in immortal use, they will 
have to be revised and corrected in future editions 
thus: — 

I steamed from the IXowns in the Nancy, 
My jib how she smoked through the breeze ; 
She's a vessel as tight to my fancy 

As ever boird through the salt seas. 

» » » » 

When up the flue the sailor goes 

And ventures on the pot^ 
The landsman, he no better knows, 

But thinks hard is his lot. 
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Bold Jack with smiles each dauger meets, 

Weighs anchor, lights the log ; 
TVtmf up the fire^ picks out the slates. 

And drinks his can of grog. 



Go patter to lubbers and swabs do you see, 
'Bout danger, and fear, and the like ; 

But a BouUon and Watt and good WaU^s-^nd give 
me; 
And it an't to a little I'll strike. 

Though the tempest our chimney smack smooth 
shall down smite. 
And shiver each bundle of wood ; 
Clear the wreck, stir the fire, and stow every thing 
tight, 
And boiUng a gallop we'll scud. 

I have cooked Stevens's, or rather Incledon's 
Storm in the same way ; but the pathos does not 
seem any the tenderer for stewing. 
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Hark, the boatswain hoarsely bawling, 

By shovel, tongs, and poker, stand ; 
Down the scuttle quick be hauling, 

Down your bellows, hand, boys, hand. 
Now it freshens, — blow like blazes ; 

Now unto the coal-hole go ; 
Stir, boys, stir, don't mind black faces. 

Up your ashes nimbly throw. 

Ply your bellows, raise the wind, boys ; 

See the valve is clear of course ; 
Let the paddles spin, don't mind, boys. 

Though the weather should be worse. 
Fore and aft a proper draft get. 

Oil the engines, see all clear; 
Hands up, each a sack of coal get, 

Man the boiler, cheer, lads, cheer. 

Now the dreadful thunder's roaring, 
Peal on peal contending clash ; 

On our heads fierce rain falls pourings 
In our eyes the paddles splash. 
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One wide water all around us, 

All above one smoke-black sky : 
Different deaths at once surround us ; 

Hark ! what means that dreadful cry. 

The funnel's gone ! cries evV y tongue out ; 

The engineer's washed off the deck ; 
A leak beneath the coal-hole's sprung out, 

Call all hands to clear the wreck. 
Quick, some coal, some nubbley pieces ; 

Come, my hearts, be stout and bold ; 
Plumb the boiler, speed decreases, 

Four feet water' getting cold. 

While o'er the ship wild waves are beating, 

We for wives or children mourn ; 
Alas! from hence there's no retreating; 

Alas \ to them there's no return. 
The fire is out — we've burst the bellows. 

The tinder-box is swamped below ; 
Heaven have mercy on poor fellows, 

For only that can serve us now ! 



Devoutly do I hope that the kettle, thougli a, 
great vocalist, vrill never thus appropriate the old 
Sea Songs of Englanil. In the words of aa old 
Greenwich pensioner — " Steaming and biling does 
very well for Urn Bay, and the likes ;" but the 
craft does not look regular and shipshape to the 
eye of a tar who has sailed with Duncao, Howe, 
and Jarvis — and who would rather even go without 
port than have it through & funnel. 
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THE POACHER. 

A SERIOUS BALLAD. 

t 

But a bold pheasantry, their country's pride, 
When once destroyed can never be supplied. 

Goldsmith. 



Bill Blossom was a nice young man, 
And drove the Bury coach ; 

But bad companions were his bane. 
And eggM him on to poach. 

They taught him how to net the birds, 
And how to noose the hare ; 

And with a wiry terrier, 
He often set a snare. 
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Each " shiny night" the moon was hright, 

To park, preserve, and wood 
He went, and kept the game alive, 

By killing all he could. 

Land-owners, who had rahbits, swore 

That he had this demerit- 
Give him an inch of warren, he 

Would take a yard of ferret. 

At partridges he was not nice ; 

And many, large and small, 
Without Hall's powder, without lead, 

Were sent to Leaden-Hall. 

He did not fear to take a deer 

From forest, park, or lawn ; 
And without courting lord or duke, 

Used frequently io fawn. 

Folks who had hares discovered snares — 
His course they could not stop : 

No barber he, and yet he made 
Their hares a perfect crop. 
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To pheasant be was such a foe, 

He tried the keepers' nerves ; 
They swore he never seemM to have 

Jam satis of preserves. 

The Shooter went to beat, and found 

No sporting worth a pin, 
Unless he tried the covers made 

Of silver, plate, or tin. 

In Kent the game was little worth, 

Jn Surrey not a button ; 
The Speaker said he often tried 

The Manors about Sutton, 

No county from his tricks was safe ; 

In each he tried his lucks, 
And wnen the keepers were in Beds, 

He often was at Bucks. 

And when he went to Bucks, alas ! 

They always came to Herts ; 
And even Oxon used to wish 

That he had his deserta. 



But going to his usual HanU, 
Old Chahire laid his plots : 

He got entrapp'd by legal Berkt, 
And lost his life in Notu. 
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SKETCHES ON THE ROAD. 



THE DILEMMA. 

Read! it's very easy to say read.— The Burgomastbr. 
I liave trnsted to a reed. — Old Provbrb. 

" Ho Y !— Cotch !— Co-ach !— Coachy !— Coachee ! 
— hullo ! — ^huUoo ! — ^woh ! — wo-hoay?— wough-Lo- 
aeiouy V' — for the last cry was a waterman's, and 
went all through the vowels. 

The Portsmouth Rocket pulled up, and a middle- 
aged, domestic-looking woman, just handsome 
enough for a plain cook at an ordinary, was depo- 
sited on the dickey ; two trunks, three handhoxes, 
a bundle, and a hand-basket, ii^exe «\.o^^^ \w ^^ 
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ind boot. " This is where I'm to go to," she said 
the guard, putting into his hand a slip of paper, 
'he guard took the paper, looked hard at it, right 
ide upwards, then upside down, and then he 
)oked at the back ; he in the meantime seemed to 
xamine the consistency of the fabric between his 
nger and thumb ; he approached it to his nose as 
' to smell out its meaning ; I even thought that 
e was going to try the sense of it by tasting, when, 
Y a sudden jerk, he gave the label with its direc- 
on to the winds, and snatching up his key-bugle 
Bgan to play " O where, and O where," with all 
is breath. 

I defy the metaphysicians to explain by what 
chicle I travelled to the conclusion that the guard 
>uld not read; but I felt as morally sure of it as 

I had examined him in his a — b — ab. It was a 
•ejudice not very liberal ; but yet it clung to me, 
id fancy persisted in sticking a dunce's cap on his 
iad. Shakspeare says that '^ he who runs may 
ad,'' and I had seen him run a good shilliiig's 
3rth after an umbrella that dropped from the 
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coach ; it was a presumptuous opinion therefore to 
form, but I formed it notwithstanding— that he was 
a perfect stranger to all those booking-offices where 
the clerks are schoolmasters. Morally speaking, 
I had no earthly right to clap an ideal Saracen's 
Head on his shoulders ; but, for the life of me, T 
could not persuade myself that he had more to do 
with literature than the Blue Boar. 

Women are naturally communicative: after a 
little while the female in the dickey brought up, as 
a military man would say, her reserve, and entered 
into recitative with the guard during the pauses of 
the key-bugle. She informed him in the course of 
conversation, or rather dickey gossip, that she was 
an invaluable servant, and, as such, had been 
bequeathed by a deceased master to the care of one 
of his relatives at Putney, to exert her vigilance 
as a housekeeper, and to overlook every thing for 
fifty pounds a year. *' Such places,'' she remarked, 
** is not to be found every day in the year." 
The last sentence was prophetic ! 
" If it's Putney," said t\ie ^at^> ^'' V^i^^'t^«t?5 
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place we're going through. Hold hard, Tom, the 
young woman wants to get down." Tom imme- 
diately pulled up ; the young woman did get down, 
and her two trunks, three handboxes, her bundle, 
and her hand-basket were ranged round her. " I've 
had a very pleasant ride," she said, giving the fare 
with a smirk and a curtsey ta the coachman, " and 
am very much obliged," — dropping a second curtsey 
to the guard,—" for other civilities. The boxes and 
things is quite correct, and won't give further 
trouble, Mr. Guard, except to be as good as pint 
out the house I'm going to." The guard thus 
appealed to, for a moment stood all aghast ; but 
at last his wits came to his aid, and he gave the 
following lesson in geography. 

" You're all right — ourn a'n't a short stage, and 
can't go round setting people down at their own 
doors ; but you're safe enough at Putney— don't be 
alarmed, my dear— you can't go out of it. It's all 
Putney, from the bridge we've just come over, to 
that windmill you almost can't see t'other side of 

4.he common." 
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** But, Mr. Guard, I've never been in Putney 
before, and it seems a scrambling sort of a place. 
If the coach can't go round with me to the house, 
can't you stretch a pint and set me down in sight 
ofit? 

'^ It's impossible^that's the sum total ; this coach 
is timed to a minute, and can't do more for outsides 
if the'y was all Kings of England." 

" I see how it is," said the female, bridling up, 
while the coachman, out of patience, prepared to 
do quite the reverse ; " some people are very civil, 
while some people are setting beside 'em in dickies; 
hut give me the paper again, and I'll find my own 
ways," 

'^ It's chucked away," said the guard, as the 
coach got into motion; '' but just ask the first man 
you meet— any body will tell you." 

" But I don't know who or where to ask for," 
screamed the lost woman after the flying Rocket ; 
" I can't read ; but it was all down in the paper as 
is chucked away." 

A loud Eonriah of the bugle to t\ie t\m^ o^ •''"'^"^ 
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Lodging is on the Cold Ground" was tlie only reply : 
and as long as the road remained straight, I could 
see " the Bewildered Maid" standing in the midst 
of ber baggage, as forlorn as Eve, when, according 
to Milton, 

" The world W(B bU befCire her, vhen to idioote 
Her place— " 
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THE ACCIDENT. 

^ We thought she never would ride it out, and expected her 
every moment to g:o to i^eces." 

Naval Sketch Book. 



" There you go, you villain — ^that's the way to 
run over people ! There's a little boy in the road — 
you'd better run over Aim, for you won't call out 
to him, no, not you, for a brute as you are! You 
think poor people an't common Christians, — you 
grind the faces of the poor, you do. Ay, cut 
away, do — you'll be Wilful Murdered by the 
Crowner some day! I'll keep up with you and 
tell the gentlemen on the top! Women wasn't 
created for you to gallop over like dirt, and 
scrunch their bones into compound fractions. — 
Don't get into his coach, ma'am! he's no respect 
for the sects— he'll lay you up in the hospital for 
months and months, he will, the inhumane hard- 
hearted varmin ! " 

The speaker, a little active old woman> had run 

I 2 
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parallel with the coach some $fty yards, when it 
stopped to take up a lady, who was as prompt as 
ladies generally are, in giving dinner instmctions 
to the cook, and setting domestic lessons to the 
housemaid, besides having to pack a parcel, to 
hunt for her clogs, to exchange the cook's umbrella 
for her own, and to kiss all her seven children. 
Mat, thus reduced to a door-mat, was unable to 
escape the volley which the Virago still poured in 
upon him ; but he kept a most imperturbable face 
and silence till he was fairly seated again on the 
box. 

*' There gentlemen,'' said he, pointing at the 
assailant with his whip ; '* that*s what I call gra- 
titude. Look at her figure now, and look at what 
it was six months ago. She never had a waist 
till I run over her." 

'* I hope, friend, thee art not very apt to make 
these expe^riments on the human figure,'' said an 
elderly quaker on the roof. " Not by no means,*' 
answered Mat ; "I have done very little in the 
accidental line — nothing worth mentioning. All 
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the years IVe been on the road, I've never come 
to a kill on the spot ; them sort o'things belongs 
to Burrowes, as drive^ over one with the Friend in 
Need, and he's got quite a name for it. He's called 
* Fatal Jack.' To be sure, now I think of it, I 
was the innocent cause of death to one person, and 
she was rather out of the common." " You frac- 
tured her limbs, p'r'aps?" inquired one of the out- 
sides. *' No such thing," said Mat, " there was 
nothing fractious in the case ; as to running over 
her limbs, it was the impossible thing with a woman 
bom without legs and arms." *' You must allude 
to Miss Biffin," said the outsider—** the Norfolk 
phenomenon." 

" Begging your pardon," said Mat, " it was 
1»efore the Phenomenon was started. It was one 
of the regular old long-bodied double coaches, and 
I drove it myself. Very uneasy they were ; for 
springs at that time hadn't much spring in 'em; 
and nobody on earth had thought of Macadaming 
Piccadilly. You could always tell whether you 
were on the stones, or off, and no mistake. I was 
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a full honr behind time — for coaches io thein days 
wasnH called by such names as Chronometers and 
Regulators, and good reason why. So I'd been 
plying a full hour after time, without a soul inside, 
except a barrel of natives for a customer down the 
road-: at last, a hackney-coach pulls up, and Jar- 
vey and the waterman lifts Miss Biffin into my drag. 
Well, off I sets with a light load enough, and to 
fetch up time astonished my team into a bit of a 
gallop — and it wasn't the easiest thing in the world 
to keep one's seat on the boxi the coach jumped so 
over the stones. Well, away I goes, springing 
my rattle till I come to the gate at Hyde Park 
Corner, where one of my insides was waiting for 
me — and not very sorry to pull up, for the breath 
was almost shook out of my bellows. Well, I 
opens the door, and what do I see lying together 
at the bottom of the coach, but Miss Biffin bruised 
unsensible, and the head out of the barrel of 

oysters l" 

" I do hope, friend," said the elderly Quaker, 
" that thou didst replace them on their seats.** 
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" To be sure I did," answered Mat, " and the 
oysters took it quietly enough, without openiDg 
their mouths i but it didn't go quite bo smooth with 
Hiss B. She talked of au action for damages, and 
consulted counsel ; hut. Lord bless you, when it 
came to taking steps agin us, she hadn't a leg to 
stand upon !" 
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THE NELSON. 

This here, your honour, upon wheels, is the true genuine real 
Nelson** Car. 

GUIDK TO GrBSNWICH HOSPITAL. 

" The Nelson," I repeated to myself, as I read that 
illustrious name on the dickey of the vehicle — 
'' the Nelson." My fancy instantly converted the 
coach into a first-rate, the leaders and wheelers into 
sea-horses, the driver into Neptunus, brandishing 
a trident, and the guard into a Triton blowing his 
wreathed shell. There was room for one on the 
box, so I climbed up, and took my seat beside the 
coachman. '' Now, clap on all sail," said I, audi- 
bly, '^ I am proud to be one of the crew of th$ great 
Nelson, the hero of Aboukir.'' 

" Begging your pardon. Sir," said the coachman^ 
^ the Hero an't a booker at Mrs. Nelson's : it goes 
from some other yard.'' Gracious powers ! what a 
tumble down stairs for an idea ! As for mine^ it 
pitched on its head, as stunned and stupefied as if 
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it had rolled down the whole flight at the Monu- 
ment> ^' I have made a Bull, indeed/' I exclaimed, 
as the noted inn at Aldgate occurred to my me- 
mory; ''but we are the slares of association," I 
continued^ addressing the coachman^ *^ and the 
name of Nelson identified itself with the Union 
Jack." 

" I really can't say," replied* the coachman, very 
civilly, " whether the name of Mrs. Nelson is down 
to the Slave Associations or not : but as for Jack, if 
you mean Jack Bunce^ he's been off the Union 
these six months. Too fond of the Bar, Sir," (here 
he tipped me the most significant of winks) '* to 
keep his seat on the Bench!* 

" I alluded, my good fellow, to Nelson, the 
wonder of the maritime world — the dauntless leader 
when yard was opposed to yard, and seas teemed 
with blood." 

** We're all right — as right as a trivet,'' said the 
coachman, after a pause of perplexity ; ** I thought 
our notions were getting rather wide apart, and 
that one of us wanted putting straight ; but I see 
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what you mean, and quite go along with your 
opinion, step for step. To be sure^ Mrs. Nelson 
has done the world and all for coaching ; and the 
Wonder is the crack of all the drags in London, 
and so is the Dauntless, let yard turn out agin yard, 
as you say, any day you like. And as for leaders, 
and teams full of blood, there's as pretty a sprink< 
ling of blood in the tits I'm now tooling of — " 

" The vehicles of the proprietress, and the ap- 
pearance of the animals, with their corresponding 
caparisons," said I, '' have often gratified my yisual 
organs and elicited my mental plaudits." 

" That's exactly what / says," replied the coach- 
man, Tety briskly, "there's no humbug nor no 
nonsense about Mrs. Nelson. You never see her 
a-standing a-foaming and fretting in front o' the 
Bank, with a regular mob round her, and looking 
as if she'd bolt with the Quicksilver. And you 
never see her painted all over her body, wherever 
there's room for 'em, with Saracen Heads and Blue 
Boars, and Brown Bears, from her roller bolts to 
her dickey and hind boot. She's plain and' neat. 






1 K 



■r: — I 



( u y t: "'^' '< 



. f. 



.nS i 



SKETCHES ON THE BOAD. 123 

and nothin else — and is fondest of having her body 
of a claret colour, pick'd out with white, and won't 
suflfer the Bull no where, except on the back- 
gammon-board." 

I know not how much further the whimsical 
description might have gone, if a strapping, capless, 
curly-headed lass, running with all her might and 
main, had not addressed a screaming retainer to 
the coachman. With some difficulty he pulled up, 
for he had been tacitly giving me a proof that the 
craft of his Nelson was a first-rate, with regard to 
its rate of travelling. 

"If you please, Mr. Stevens," said the panting 
damsej, holding up something towards the box — 
" if you please, Mr. Stevens, mother's gone to 
Lonnon — in the light cart — and will you be so kind 
as to give her — her linchpin." 

Mr. Stevens took the article with a smile, and 
I fancied with a sly squeeze of the hand that 
delivered it. 

*' If such a go had been any one's but your 
mother's, FaDny," he slyly remarked, " I should 
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have said it was somebody in love." The Dispatch 
was too strictly timed to allow of further parley ; the 
horses broke^ or were rather broken^ into a gallop, 
in pursuit of the mother of Fanny, the Flower of 
Waltham ; and the pin secretly acting as a spur, 
we did the next five miles in something like twenty 
minutes. 

In spite, however, of this unusual speed, we never 
overtook Mrs. Merryweather and her cart till we 
arrived at the Basing-House, where we found her 
chirping over a cup of ale ; as safe and sound as if 
linchpins had never been inyented ; in fact, she made 
as light of the article, when it was handed to her, 
as if it had been only a pin out of her gown ! 

" Well, I must say one thing for Mrs. Nelson," 
said our coachman, as he resumed his seat on the 
box, " and that's this. There's no pinning at the 
Bull. She sets her face against every thing but the 
patent boxes. She may come to a runaway with a 
bolter — or drop the ribbons — or make a mistake in 
clearing a gate, by being a little lushy—but you'll 
never see Mrs. Nelson laying flat on her side in the 
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ddle of the road, with her inaides gone to smAsh, 
d her ontaidea well diatribnted, because she's 
en let go out of the yard without one of her 
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To Waterloo, with sad ado. 
And many a sigh and groan. 

Amongst the dead, caroe Patty Head, 
To look for Peter Stone. 
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" O prithee tell, good sentinel, 

If I shall find him here ? 
I'm come to weep upon his corse, 

My Ninety-Second dear ! 

** Into our town a serjeant came, 

With ribands all so fine, 
A-flaunting in his cap — alas ! 

His bow enlisted mine ! 

^' They taught him how to turn his toes. 

And stand as stiff as starch ; 
I thought that it was love and May, 

But it was love and March ! 

" A sorry March indeed to leave 
The friends he might have kep', — 

No March of Intellect it was. 
But quite a foolish step. 

** O prithee tell, good sentinel, 

If hereabout he lies ? 
I want a corpse with reddish hair. 

And very sweet blue eyes." 



128 A WATERLOO BALLAD. 

Her sorrow on the sentinel 
Appear'd to deeply strike : — 

" Walk in," he said, ^* among the dead, 
And pick out which you like.'' 

And soon she picked out Peter Stone, 

Half turned into a corse ; 
A cannon was his bolster, and 

His mattrass was a horse. 

* 

" O Peter Stone, O Peter Stone, 
Lord here has been a skrimmage ! 

What have they done to your poor brea^ 
That used to hold my image V 

" O Patty Head, O Patty Head, 
You're come to my last kissing ; 

Before Pm set in the Gazette 
As wounded, dead, and missing ! 

'^ Alas ! a splinter of a shell 
Right in my stomach sticks ; 

French mortars don't agree so well 
With stomachs as French bricks. 
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** This very night a merry dance 

At Brussels was to be ;— 
Instead of opening a ball, 

A ball has open'd me. 

'' Its billet every bullet has, 

And well it does fulfil it ; — 
I wish mine hadn't come so straight. 

But been a * crooked billet.' 

" And then there came a cuirassier 

And cut me on the chest ; — 
He had no pity in his heart, 

For he had 4teerd his breast, 

" Next thing a lancer, with his lance. 

Began to thrust away ; 
I caird for quarter, but, alas ! 

It was not Quarter-day. 

'' He ran his spear right through my arm, 

Just here above the joint ; — 
Patty dear, it was no joke, 

Although it had a point. 
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" With loss of blood I fainted off. 

As dead as women dc — 
But soon by charging over me. 

The Coldstream brought me to. 

" With kicks and cuts, and balls and blows, 

I throb and ache all over ; 
I'm quite convinc'd'the field of Mars 

Is not a field of clover I 

" O why did I a soldier turn 

For any royal Guelph? 
I might have been a Butcher, and 

In business for myself! 

" O why did I the bounty take 
(And here he gasp*d for breath) 

My shillingsworth of 'list is nail'd 
Upon the door of death ! 

•* Without a cofiin I shall lie 

And sleep my sleep eternal : 
Not ev'n a shell — my only chance 

Of being made a Kernel! 



" Patty dear, our wedding beils 
Will never ring at Chester ! 
Here I must iie in Hunoar'a bed, 
TbAt isn't worth a leiler ! 

" Farewell, my regimental mates, 
With nhum I used to dress '■ 

My corps is changed, and I am now 
Id quite another mesa. 

" Farewell, my Patty dear, I liave 

No dying consulations, 
Except, when I am dead, you'll go 

And see th' Uluniinalions." 
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POEMS, BY A POOR GENTLEMAN 

There, in a lonely room, from bailiflns snngr. 

The Muse found Scroggins stretched beneath a rag, 

GOLDSUITR. 



Poetry and porerty begin wkh the same letter, 

and, in more respects than one, are '* as like each 
other as two P's."— Nine tailors are. the making of 
a man, but not so the nine Mnses. Their votaries 
are notoriously only water-drinkers, eating mutton « 
cold^ and dwelling in attics. Look at the miserable 
lives and deaths recorded of the poets. " Butler," 
says Mr. D'Israeli, ** lived in a cellar, and Gold- 
smith in a Deserted Village. Savage ran wild, — 
Chatterton was carried on St. Augustine's Back 
like a young gypsey ; and his half-starved Rowley 
always said heigho> when he heard of gammon and 
spinach. Gray's days were ode-ious, and Gay's 
gaiety was fabiilous. ¥a\coxiw n«w& ^Vv^^irrecked. 
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Homer was a blind beggar, and Pope raised a sub- 
scription for him, and went snacks. Crabbe found 
himself in the poor-house, Spenser couldn't afford 
a great coat, and Milton was led up and down.by 
his daughters, to save the. expense of a dog." 

It seems all but impossible to be a poet, in easy 
circumstances. Pope has shown how verses are 
written by Ladies of Quality— and what execrable 
rhymes Sir Richard Blackmore composed in his 
chariot In a hay-cart he might have sung like a 
Burns. 

As the editors of magazines and annuals (save 
one) well know, the truly poetical contributions 
which can be inserted, are not those which come 
post free, in rose-coloured tinted paper, scented 
with musk, and sealed with fancy wax. The seal 
article arrives by post, unpaid, sealed with rosin, or 
possibly with a dab of pitch or cobbler's wax, bearing 
the impression of a halfpenny, or more frequently 
of a button, — ^the paper is dingy, and scant— the 
hand-writing has evidently come to the author by 
nature— there are trips in the spelling, and Priscian 
is a little scratch 'd or so — ^but a iiW. ol ^^ N.^>^fc 
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Castaliah runs through the whole composition, 
though its fountain-head was a broken tea cup, 
instead of a silver standish. A few years ago I 
used to be favoured with numerous poems for 
. insertion, which bore the signature of Fitz- Norman; 
the crest on the seal had probably descended from 
the Conquest, and the packets were invariably deli- 
vered by a Patagonian footman in green and gold. 
The author was evidently rich, and the verses were 
as palpably poor ; they were declined, with the 
usual answer to correspondents who do not answer, 
and the communications ceased — as I thought for 
ever, but I was deceived ; a few days back one of 
the dirtiest and raggedest of street urchins deli- 
vered a soiled whity brown packet, closed with a 
•^afer, which bore the impress of a thimble. The 
paper had more the odour of tobacco than of rose 
leaves, and the writing appeared to have been per- 
petrated with a skewer dipped in coffee-grounds ; 
but the old signature of Fitz-Norman had the 
honour to be my " very humble servant" at the foot 
of the letter. It was too certain that he had fallen 
from affluence to ind\geuce,"Vi\)L\. Wv^ ^^-v^t^vl^ which 
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had wrought such a change upon the writing imple- 
ments had, as usual, improved his poetty. The neat 
crowquill never traced on the superfine Bath paper 
any thing so unaffected as the following : 



STANZAS. 

WRITTEN UNDER THE FEAR OF BAILIFFS. 

Alas ! of all the noxious things 
That wait upon the poor, 

Most cruel is that Felon-Fear, 
That haunts the " Debtor's Door ! 

Saint Sepulclire's begins to toll, 

The Sheriffs seek the cell : — 
So r expect their officers, 
And tremble at the bell ! 

I look for heety and yet I quake 
With fright at every tap ; 

And dread a double^cnock, for oh ! 
IVe not a single rap ! 
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SONNET. 
WRITTEN IN THE WORKHOUSE. 

Oh, blessed ease ! no more of heayen I ask : 
The overseer is gone — that randal elf — 
And hemp, unpick'd, may go and hang itself, 

While I, untask'd, except with Cowper's Task, 

In blessed literary leisure bask, 
And lose the workhouse, saving in the works 
Of Goldsmiths, Johnsons^ Sheridans, and Burkes ; 

Eat prose and drink of the Castalian flask ; 

The themes of Locke, the anecdotes of Spence, 
The humorous of Gay, the Grave of Blair— 

Unlearned toil, unletter'd labours hence ! 
But, hark ! I hear the master on the stair — 

And Thomson's Castle^ that of Indolence^ 
Must be to me a castle in the air. 
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SONNET.— A SOMNAMBULIST. 
'* A change came o*er ihe spirit of my dream."— Byron. 

Methought — for Fancy is the strangest gadder 

When sleep all homely mundane ties hath riven — 
Methought that I ascended Jacoh's ladder, 

With heartfelt hope of getting up to Heaven : 

Some hell, I knew not whence, was sounding seven 
When I set foot upon that long one-pair ; 

And still I climhed when it had chimed eleven. 
Nor yet of landing-place became aware ; 
Step after step in^ endless flight seem'd there ; 

But on, with steadfast hope, I struggled still, 
To gain that blessed liaven from all care, 

Where tears are wiped, and hearts forget their ill. 
When, lo! I wakened on a sadder stair — 

Tramp — tramp—tramp—tramp — upon the Brixton 
Mill! 
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FUGITIVE LINES ON PAWNING MY WATCH. 

Aurum pot-aMle : "—Gold biles the pot.— Fbsb Translatiox. 

Farewell then, my golden repeater, 
We 're come to my Uncle's old shop ; 

And hunger won't be a dumb-waiter, 
The Cerberus growls for a sop ! 

To quit thee, my comrade diurnal. 
My feelings will certainly scotch ; 

But oh ! there's a riot internal, 

And Famine calls out for the Watch ! 

Ob ! hunger 's a terrible trial, 

I really must have a^ relief, — 
So here goes the plate of your dial 

To fetch me some Williams's beef! 

As famish'd as any lost seaman, 

I've fasted for many a dawn. 
And now must play chess with the Demon, 

And give it a check with a paum. 
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IVe fasted, since dining at Buncle's, 
Two days with true Perceval zeal — 

And now must make up, at my Uncle's, 
By getting a duplicate meal. 

No Peachum it is> or young Lockit, 
That rif es my fob with a snatch ; 

Alas ! I must pick my owti pocket, 
And make gravy-soup of my watch ! 

So long I have wander'd a starver, 

Fm getting as keen as a'^iawk ; 
Time's long hand must take up a carver, 

His short hand lay hold of a fork. 

Right heavy and sad the event is, 

But oh ! it is Poverty's crime ; 
I've been such a Brownrigg's Apprentice, 

I thus must be ** out of my Time.' 



*» 



Alas ! when in Brook Street the Upper 
In comfort I lived between walls, 

I've gone to a dance for my supper ; — 
But now I must go to' Three Balls ! 
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Folks talk about dressings for dinner, 
But I have for dinner undrest ; 

Since Christmas, as I am a sinner, 
Tve eaten a suit of my best. 

I haven't a rag or a mummock 
To fetch me a chop or a steak ; 

I wish that the coats of my stomach 
Were such as my Uncle would take! 

When dishes were ready with grarnish 
My watch used to warn with a chime — 

But now my repeater must Ornish 
The dinner in lieu of t^e time ! 

My craving will take no denials, 

I can't fob it off, if you stay, 
So fnOf — and the old Seven Dials 

Must tell me the time of the day. 

Your chimes I shall never more hear 'em, 

To part is a Tic Douloureux ! 

But Tempus has his edax rerum, 
And I have my Feeding-Time too! 



Farewell then, my golden repeater. 
We're come to my Uncle's old shop — 

And Hanger won't be a dumb-waiter, 
The Cerberas growls for a sop ! 



Q Q 
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JOHNSONIANA. 



" None despise puns but those who cannot make them.'*— Swift. 



TO THE EDITOR OF THE COMIC ANNUAL. 

Sir, 
As I am but an occasional reader in the tem- 
porary indulgence of intellectual relaxation, I 
hare but recently become cognizant of the metro- 
politan publication of Mr. Murray's Mr. Croker's 
Mr. Bosweli's Dr. Johnson: a circumstance the 
more to be deprecated, for if I had been simul- 
taneously aware of that amalgamation of miscel- 
laneous memoranda, I could have contributed a 
personal quota of characteristic colloquial anecdotes 
to the biographical reminiscences of the multitudi* 
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nous lexicographer, which, although founded on 
the basis of indubitable veracity, have never trans- 
pired among the multifarious effusions of that 
stupendous complication of mechanical ingenuity, 
which, according to the technicalities in usage in 
our moderu nomenclature^ has obtained the uni- 
versal cognomen of the press. Expediency im- 
periously dictates that the nominal identity of the 
hereditary kinsman, from whom I derive my au- 
thoritative responsibility^ shall be inviolably and 
umbrageously obscured; but in future variorum 
editions his voluntary addenda to the already 
inestimable concatenation of circumstantial par- 
ticularisation might typographically be discrimi- 

* 

nated from the literary accumulations of the in- 
defatigable Boswell and the vivacious Piozzi, by 
the significant classification of Boz, Poz, and Coz. 
In posthumously eliciting and philosophically 
elucidating the phenomena of defunct luminaries^ 
whether in reference to corporeal, physiognomical, 
or metaphysical attributes, justice demands the 
strictest scrupulosity, in order that the hetero- 
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geneous may not preponderate over the homo* 
geneous in the critical analysis. Metaphorically 
speaking, I am rationally convinced that the 
operative point I am ahont to develope will re- 
move a pertinacious film from the eye of the 
biographer of the memorable Dr. Johnson ; and 
especially with reference to that reiterated verbal 
aphorism so preposterously ascribed to his con- 
versational inculcation, namely, that ** he who 
would make a pun would pick a pocket ;" however 
irrelevant such a doctrinarian maxim to the irre- 
frangible fact, that in that colossal monument of 
etymological erudition erected by the stupendous 
Doctor himself (of course implying his inestimable 
Dictionary), the paramount gist, scope, and ten- 
dency of his laborious researches was obviously to 
give as many meanings as possible to one word. 
In order, however, to place hypothesis on the 
immutable foundation of fact, I will, with your 
periodical permission, adduce a few Johnsonian 
repartees from my cousin's aneedotical memora- 
bilia, which will perspicuously evolve the syn- 
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thetical conclusion, that the inimitahle author of 
Rasselas did not dogmatically predicate such an 
aggravated degree of moral turpitude in the per- 
petration of a douhle entendre. 

Apologistically requesting indulgence for the 
epistolary laxity of an unpremeditated effusion, 

I remain, Sir, 
Your very humble obedient servant, 

Septimus Heardon. 

Lichfield^ 

October 1, 1833. 

** Do you really believe, Dr. Johnson," said a 
Lichfield lady, " in the deM walking after death ?" 
— ** Madam," said Johnson, " I have no doubt on 
the subject ; I have h^ard the Dead March in Saul." 
** You really believe then, Doctor, in ghosts?"— 
'' Madam," said Johnson, '^ I think appearances are 
in their favour." 

The Doctor was notoriously very superstitious. 
The same lady once asked him — ** if he ever felt 



146 JOHNSONIANA. 

any presentiment at a winding sheet in the 
candle?" — " Madam," said Johnson, "if a mould 
candle it doubtless indicates death, and that 
somebody will go out like a snuff; but whether 
at Hampton Wick or in Greece must depend upon 
the graves*' 

Dr. Johnson was not comfortable in the He- 
brides. " Pray, Doctor, how did you sleep?" 
inquired a benevolent Scotch hostess^ who was so 
extremely hospitable that some hundreds always 
occupied the same bed.—'' Madam," said Johnson, 
'^ I had not a wink the whole night long ; sleep 
seemed to Jlee from my eyelids, and to bug from 
all the rest of my body." 

The Doctor and Boswell once lost themselves in 
the Isle of Muck, and the latter said they must 
" spier their way at the first body they met" 
" Sir," said Dr. Johnson, " you're a scoundrel : 
you may spear anybody you like, but I am not 
going to ^ run a-Muck and tilt at all I meet.' " 
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** Wbat do you think of whisky, Dr. Johnson?'' 
hiccuped Boswell after emptying a sixth tumbler 
of toddy. " Sir," said the Doctor, " it penetrates 
my very soul like *the small-still voice of con- 
science,' and doubtless the worm of the still is J the 
worm that never dies.' " Boswell afterwards in- 
quired the Doctor's opinion on illicit distillation, 
and how the great moralist would act in an affray 
between the Smugglers and the Excise. " If I 
went by the letter of the Law I should assist the 
Customs, but according to the spirii I should stand 
by the Contrabands." 



.* 



The Doctor was always very satirical on the want 
of timber in the North. "Sir," he said to the 
young Laird of Icombally, who was going to join 
his regiment, " may Providence preserve you in 
battle, and especially your nether limbs. You 
may grow a walking-stick here, but you must 
import a wooden leg." At Dunsinane the old prej u- 
dice broke out. " Sir," said he to Boswell, "Mac- 
beth was an idiot ; he ought to have known that 

L 1 
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every wood in Scotland might be carried in a 
man*s hand. The Scotch, Sir, are like the frogs 
in the fable : if they had a Log they would make 
a King of it." 

Boswell one day expatiated at some length on 
the moral and religious character of his country- 
men, and remarked triumphantly that there was 
a Cathedral at Kirkwall, and the remains of a 
Bishop's Palace. ** Sir/' said Johnson, it must 
have been the poorest of Sees : take your Rum and 
Egg and Mull altogether, and they won't provide 
for a Bishop.^. 

East India company is the worst of all company. 
A Lady fresh from Calcutta once endeavoured to 
curry Johnson's favour by talking of nothing but 
howdahs, doolies^ and bungalows> till the Doctor 
took, as usual, to tiffin. ^' Madam," said he, in a 
tone that would have scared a tiger out of a jungle, 
" India's very well for a rubber or for a bandana, 
or for a cake of ink ; but what with its Bhurtpore, 
Pahlumpore, BaTTac\L\)oie, '&^^^\^'^^t«<) Singa- 
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pore, and Nagpore, its Hyderabad, Astrabad, 
Bundlebad, Sindbad, and Gazzaratba(A)ad, ifs a 
poor and bad country altogether." 

Master M., after plaguing Miss Seward and Dr 

• 

Darwin, and a large tea party at Lichfield, said to 
his mother that he would be good if she would give 
him an apple. " My dear child,'* sanf the parent, 
feeling herself in the presence of a great moralist, 
'* you ought not to be good on any consideration of 
gain, for * virtue is its own reward.' You ought to 
be good disinterestedly and without thinking what 
you are to get for it." " Madam," said Dr. Johnson, 
" you are a fool ; would you have the boy good for 
nothing?** 

The same lady once consulted the Doctor on the 
degree of turpitude to be attached to her son^s 
robbing an orchard. ** Madam,*' said Johnson, *' it 
all depends upon the weight of the boy. I remem- 
ber my schoolfellow Davy Garrick, who was 
always a little fellow, robbing a dozen of orchards 
with impunity, but the very fttat \vBi^\ 0\x£Jci^^>5^^ 
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an apple tree, for I was always a henry bo^, (b« 
bough broke with me, and it was called a jadg- 
meat. I suppose that's why Justice is represented 
with a pair of scales." 

Caleb Whitefoord, the famous pnoster, ODCt 
inquired seriously of Dr. Johnson, whether be 
really considered that a man ought to be trans- 
ported, like UATriogton, the pickpocket, for being 
gnjity of a double meaning ? " Sir," said Johnson, 
" if a man means well, tho more he means the 
better." 
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DOG-GREL VERSES, BY A POOR BLIND. 



*' Hark ! hark I the dogs do bark. 
The beggars are coming ..." 

Old Ballad. 

Oh what shall I do for a dog ? 
Of sight I have not got a particle, 

Globe, Standard, or Sun, 

Times, Chronicle— none 
Can give me a good leading article. 



A Mastiff once led me about, 
But people appeared so to fear him — 
I might have got pence 
Without his defence. 
But Charity would not come near him. 
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A Blood-hound was not much amiss. 
But instinct at last got the upper ; 
And tracking Bill Soames, 
And thieves to their homes, 

I never could get home to supper. 

A Fox-hound once served me as guide, 
A good one at hill and at valley ; 

But day after day 

He led me astray, 
To follow a milk-woman's tally. 

A Turnspit once did me good turns 
At going,. and crossing, and stopping ; 

Till one day his breed 

Went off at full speed. 
To spit at a great fire in Wapping. 

A Pointer once pointed my way, 

But did not turn out quite so pleasant ; 

Each hour I'd a stop 

At a Poulterer's shop 
To point at a very high pheasant. 
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A Pug did not suit me at all, 
The feature unluckily rose up ; 

And folks took offence 

When offering pence. 
Because of his turning his nose up. 

A Butcher once gave me a dog, 
That turned out the worst one of any ; 
A Bull dog's own pup, 
I got a toss up, 
Before he had brought me a penny. 

My next was a Westminster dog. 
From Aistrqp the regular cadger ; 

But, sightless, I saw 

He never would draw 
A blind man so well as a badger. 

A greyhound I got by a swop, 
But, Lord ! we soon came to divorces ; 

He treated my strip 

Of cord like a slip, 
And left me to go my own courses. 



I 
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A poodle once towed me along, 
But always we came to one harbour ; 
To keep his curls smart. 
And shave his hind part, 

He constantly called on a barber. 

My next was a Newfoundland brute, 
As big as a calf fit for slaughter ; 

But my old cataract 

So truly he back'd 
I always fell into the water. 

I once had a sheep-dog for guide, 
His worth did not value a button ; 
I found it no go, 
A Smithfield Ducrow, 
To stand on four saddles of mutton* 

My next was an Esquimaux dog, 

A dog that my bones ache to talk on. 

For picking his ways 

On cold frosty days 
He picked out the slides for a walk on. 



>J0 
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Bijou was a lady-like dog, 
But vex'd me at night not a little, 
When tea-time was come 
She would not go home, 
Her tail had once trail'd a tin kettle. 

I once had a sort of a Shock, 
And kissed a street post like a brother, 
And lost every tooth 
In learning this truth — 
One blind cannot well lead another. 

A terrier was far from a trump. 

He had one defect, and a thorough, 
I never could stir, 
'Od rabbit the cur ! 
Without going into the Borough. 

My next was Dalmatian, the dog! 
And led me in danger, oh crikey ! 

By chasing horse heels, 

Between carriage wheels, 
'Till I came upon boards that were spiky. 
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The next that I had was from Cross, 
And once was a farourite spaniel 
With Nero, now dead, 
And so I was led 
Right up to his den, like a Daniel. 

A mongrel I tried, and he did, 
As far as the profit and lossing, 

Except that the kind 

Endangers the blind, 
The breed is so fond of a crossing. 

A setter was quite to my taste. 
In alleys or streets broad or narrow, 

'Till one day I met 

A very dead iset. 
At a very dead horse in a barrow. 

I once had a dog that went mad. 
And sorry I was that I got him ; 

It came to a run, 
And a man with a gun 
Peppered me when he ought to have shot hii 
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My profits have gone to the dogs, 
My trade has b«en such a deceiver, 

I fear that my aim . 

la a mere losing gani^. 
Unless I can find a Retriever. 
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A GIPSEY PARTY. 



** Come stain your checks with nnt or berry, 
Vou*n find a gripsey's life is merry." 

GiPSBT Olbe. 

I 

I DO not know what imp of mischief could have 
put such a fancy into the dreaming head of Mrs. 
Carnahy, except Puck — but on a fine morning in 
August she woke with a determination to get up a 
gipsey party, and have a day's pleasure "under 
the green-wood tree." She opened her mind, 

therefore, to Mr. C , as soon as he had opened 

his eyes, and before breakfast they had arranged 
the whole affair. Hornsey Wood was stale, and 
Norwood was rejected, for the very paradoxical 
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reason that it was such a haunt for Gipseys ; and 
Mrs. Camaby meant to take even her youngest 
children. After a good deal of debating, Hainault 
was the Forest fixed upon; — it lay so handy to 
Whitechapel, and the redletter day was marked to 
be the Wednesday in the following week, because 
then Master Carnaby would only lose half a day's 
schooling. 

Accordingly, on the Wednesday, the Dryads of 
Wanstead were startled by the rumble of a well 
laden tax-cart up that avenue which once led to a 
princely mansion ; and the vehicle at last stopped, 
and set down its insides and outsides just where 
the lines of trees branch off into another verdant 
alley. " It was," Mrs. Carnaby remarked, ** a 
delicious green spot, and very handy to the 
Green Man for getting porter." Mrs. C was 

assisted out of the cart ; and then Miss C" was 

• 

lifted out by Mr. Hodges ; and then the children 
were lifted out by the Mother ; and then the 
nursemaid, an awkward plain looking girl that 
pobody helped, tumbled out. In the mean<^ 
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lime, Master C jumped out, all agog after 

blackberrying and bird-nesting; and had swarmed 
half up a tree before his mother's vigilance disco- 
rered, at a single glance, that he was tearing his 
trowsers, and had his best clothes on. This was a 
bad setting out for the boy ; and the horse was not 
better, for directly he got out of harness, and felt 
himself free and at grass, after two or three preli- 
minary kicks and plunges, it occurred to him to 
indulge in a roll, and so he rolled over a pigeon 
pie that was unfortunately unpacked, and finished 
by getting very much up with his fore-legs in a 
basket of ginger beer. But it was only a moment of 
enthusiasm; and, like other old nags, he betook 
himself to eating his green grass salad as gravely 
as a judge. None of the performers vtere fortunate 
in their deb(iit. The first thing Mrs. Carnaby did 
in her hurry to save the pop, was to pop down one 
of the children on the basket of knives and forks ; 
but it was a «harp child and soon got up again : 
and the first thing the other twin did vras to trip 
over a stump, and fall> as Betty nursemaid said, 
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" with its face in a fuz/' The first thing Mr. 
Hodges did, was to take Miss Carnaby round the 
waist and give her a smacking kiss ; in return for 
which, as her first act, she gave him a playful push, 
that sent him, with his white ducks, into a muddy 
miniature pond, that had recently been stirred up 
by a cow in search of a cold bath. The first thing 

that Mr. C did was to recommend some brandy^ 

as a preventive against catching cold ; but the last 
thing the brandy bottle had done had been to stay at 
home in the cupboard. Mr. Hodges, therefore, 
walked off to the Green Man for his health's sake ; 
and Master Carnaby sneaked off, nobody knew 
where, for the sake of blackberries ; — while the 
Nursemaid, for the sake of society, took a romantic 
walk with the two twins, and a strange footman. 
Gipseys are a wandering race, and all the per- 
formers topped their parts ; the very horse roamed 
away like a horse that had neither parish nor 
settlement; and Mr. Carnaby would have gone 
roaming after him, if his Wife and Daughter had 
not hung round his neck and made him swear not 

M 
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to leave 'em till the others returned, which was 
afterwards softened down to taking a little walk, . 
provided he didn't go out of sight and hearing. lu 

the meantime Mrs. ai^d Miss C laid the cloth, 

and began to review the eatables, not without 
lamenting over the smash of the pigeon pie; and 
when they came to plan their second course they 
found that the chief remove, a cold round of beef, 
had been pinned on the way down by a favourite 
bull -dog, that Master Carnaby had smuggled into 
the party. Luckily for the dog, he had also gone 
roving, with the whole forest before him, as natu- 
rally as if he had belonged to Bampfylde Moore 
Carew, the King of the Gipseys. 

Mrs. Carnaby was one of those characters em- 
phatically called fidgets ; she never rested till each 
individual came back, and she never rested when 
they did. Mr. C. was the first to return, and not 
'n the first of tempers. He had been done out of 

^ long anticipated rural walk by setting his foot, 
but 

ore he had gone a hundred yards, on a yard of 

and «.-^ , . , , ^ . , 

and It had frightened him so that Mrs. 

over a st. 
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Carnaby expected ^* it would tarn his whole mash 
of blood, and give him the yellow ^ubdice/' 
Mr. Hodges came in second, but to the impatient 
eye of Miss C. certainly did not proceed from the 
Green Man with the straightness of a bullet from 
a rifle. Master Carnaby was a good third, for he 
had been well horsewhipped, just as he had got 
three little red blackberries and five thorns in his 
fingers, by a gentleman who did not approve of his 
trei^assing upon his grounds. Boxer, the bull-dog, 
was fourtli ; he came back on three legs, vidth his 
brindle well peppered with number six by the 
gamekeeper, to cure him of worrying park rabbits. 
In fact, poor Boxer, as Mrs. C. exclaimed, was 
''bleeding like a pig," and the grateful animal 
acknowledged her compassionate notice by going 
and rubbing his shot hide against her shot silk, in 
return for which he got a blow quite hard enough 
to shiver the stick of something between a parasol 
and an umbrella. As for the nurse-maid and the 
twins they did not return for an hour, to the infinite 
horror of the mother ; but just as they were all 

m2 
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sitting down to dinner Betsey appeared with her 
charge, walked off their feet, with their " pretty 
mouths all besmeared'* with blue and red juice; but 
no one of the party was botanist enough to tell 
whether the berries they were munching were hips 
and haws, or bilberries, or deadly nightshade, but 
maternal anxiety made sure it was the '^ rank 
pison." Accordingly dinner was postponed, and 
they set to %^\. up an extempore fire to make the 
kettle hot, and as soon as the water was warm 
enough, these " two pretty babes " were well 
drefiched, and were soon as perfectly uncomfort- 
able as they had been two months before in a 
rough steam trip to Margate. As soon as peace 
was restored it transpired, from an examination of 
the children, and a very cross examination of the 
nurse-maid, that they had met with a teal gipsey 
woman in the forest who had told Betty's fortune, 
but had omitted to prognosticate that her mistress 
would give her warning on the spot, and that her 
gipsey ing would end, as it actually did, in finding 
herself suddenly out of place in the middle of a 
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forest. . Like other servants, when they lose a com- 
fortable situation, '^ some natural tears she shed,'' 
but did not wipe them soon, as did '* our general 
mother,'' for the very excellent reason that she 
had spread her pocket handkerchief on the ground 
to sit upon, somewhere between Wanstead and 
Walthamstow, and had left it as a waif to the lord 
of the manor. 

Dinner time then came again, to the especial 
delight of the two empty children, though, thanks 
to the horse and dog, it was principally broken 
victuals. But on sitting down and counting heads 
Master C. had a second time absconded during the 
last bustle ; and, as his mother could not touch a 
morsel for anxiety, Mr. Carnaby was obliged to 
set out fasting to look for him, and had soon the 
satisfaction of finding him sitting hat-less crying in 
a wet ditch, and scraping a suit of brown off a suit 
of blue with an old oyster shell. His father, in the 
first transport of anger and hunger, gave him what 
boys call ** a regular larruping," then a good rub-\ 
bing down with a bunch of fern, and then brought 
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him back to the cold collation, with the comfortable 
threat that he should go without his dinner. As 
soon as the culprit could explain for sobbing, he 
told them that ^' he had gone for a little walk, like, 
and saw the most capital donkey with a saddle and 
bridle feeding wild about the forest as if he 
belonged to nobody, and he just got on him like, 
like they used to do at Margate; and then the 
donkey set off full tear, and never stopped till he 
came to a tent of gipseys in the middle of the 
wood; and they all set upon him, and swore at him 
like any thing for running away with their donkey ; 
and then all of a sudden he lost his hat and his 
handkerchief, and his money out of his pockets 
like conjuring ; then they told him to run for his 
life, and so he did, and as for the mud it was all 
along of jumping over a hedge that had no other 
side to it.'' This intelligence threw Mrs. Carnaby 
into an agony of horror, which could only be 
pacified«by their immediately packing up and 
removing, eatables and all, to a less lonesome place 
hy the side of the road, an operation that was 
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performed by their all pulling and pushing at 
the carty as the horse had taken French leave 
of absence. 

It was now Miss Camaby's turn to be discom- 
fited: her retiring disposition made her wince 
under the idea of dining in public ; for being mar- 
ket-day at Romford, they were overlooked by plenty 
of farmers and pig-butchers : consequently, after a 
very miffy dialogue with her mother, the young 
lady took herself off, as she was desired, with *' her 
romantical notions,'' to a place of more solitude, 
and Mr. Hodges, as in gallantry bound, postponed 
his dinner till his tea to keep her in company. In 
the meantime, Betsey, who had been sent up to the 
Green Man for the porter, returned with the empty 
tankard, and i^ terrified tale of being '^ cotchM 
hold on by a ruffin in the wood, that had drunk up 
all the beer to all their very good healths." The 
first impulse of Mr. Camaby was to jump up to do 
justice on the vagabond, but Mrs. C— had the 
presence of mind to catch hold of his coat-flaps so 
abruptly, that before he could well feel his legs, 
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he found himself sitting in a large plum pie, which 
the children had jast set their hearts upon ; of 
course it did not mend his temper to ftear the shout 
from. a dozen ragged boys who were looking on; 
and in the crisis of his vexation, he vented such a 
fervent devil's blessing on gipsey parties, and all 
that proposed them, that Mrs. Carnaby was obliged 
to take it up, and to ^ell him sharply, what in 
reality was true enough, that ^* if people did 
have gipsey parties, it didn't follow that their 
stupid husbands was to sit down on plum pies.'' 
Heaven knows to what size and shape this little 
quarrel might have ripened, but for the appear- 
ance of Miss Carnaby, who, with a terrified excla- 
mation sat herself down, and after a vain attempt 
to recover, went off into a strong fit of- what her 
mother called ** kicking hysterics/' The cause was 
soon explained by the appearance of Mr. Hodges, 
with one eye poached black, and a dog-bite in the 
calf of his leg, because '^ he had only stood looking 
on at two men setting wires for rabbits, thinking 
to himself if he watched t\iem yt^VL 1v« could learn 
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how to do it." Fortunately, Miss Carnaby came 
to just in time to concur with her father and Mr. 
Hodges in the opinion, that the best thing they 
could all do was to pack up and go home, but 
which was stoutly combatted by Mrs. Carnaby, 
who insisted that she was resolved to take 
tea in a wood for once in her life, and she 
was seconded by the children and Master C ., 
who said they hadn't had any pleasure yet. It 
was an unanswerable argument; sticks were col- 
lected, a fire was made, the kettle boiled, the 
tea-things were set in order^ the bread and butter 
was cut, and pleasure began to smile on the 
gipsey party so placidly that Mr. Hodges was 
encouraged to begin playing *' In my Cottage near 
a Wood," on the key bugle, but was obliged to 
break off in the middle, on finding that it acted as 
a bugle call to a corps of observation, who came 
and stood round to see " Rural Felicity." Mrs. Car- 
naby, however, was happy ; but " there is many a 
slip between the tea-cup and the lip.'' She was in 
the triumphant fact of pouring the hot water on 
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her best souchong, in her best china tea-pot, when 
a very well charged gun went off just on the other 
side of the park palings, and Mrs. Camaby had 
not been bom like her Grace, old Sarah of Marl- 
borough, " before nerves came in fashion." The 
tea-kettle dropped from her hand upon the tea-pot, 
which it dashed to atoms, and then lay on its side,' 
hot watering the daisies and the dandelions that 
had the luck to grow near it. '^ Misfortunes never 
come single," and the gun, therefore, acted like a 
double one in its inflictions ; for no sooner did 
Boxer recognize its sound than he jumped up, and 
with an alarming howl dashed through the rest of 
the tea service, as if he had absorbed another ounce 
of number six : a fresh shout from the bystanders 
welcomed this new disaster, and with the true 
spirit of " biting a bitten cur," they began to heap 
embarrassments on' the disconcerted gipseyers. 
They kept pitching sticks into the fire till it grew 
a bonfire, and made cockshies of the remaining 
crockery ; some audacious boys even helped them- 
selves to bread and \>\xUeT, ^s \f on the principle 
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that the open air ought to keep open house. Aa 
there were too many Bssailanta to chastise, the 
only remedy was to pack up and take to the road 
aa fast as they could, with a hone which they found 
with two brokea knees, the consequence of his 
being too curious in the construction of a gravel- 
pit " You may say what yon like," said Mr. 
Camaby, in his summing up, " but for my part I 
must say of gipseying, that it's impossible to take 
to it without being regularly ' done brown.'" 
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It was July the First, and the great hill of Howth 
Was bearing by compass sow-west and by south, 
And the name of the ship was the Peggy of Cork, 
Well freighted with bacon and butter and pork. 
Now, this ship had a captain, Macmorris by name. 
And little O'Patrick was mate of ^he same ; 
For Bristol they saiPd, but by nautical scope, 
They contrived to be lost by the Cape of Good 

Hope. 
Of all the Cork boys that the vessel could boast. 
Only little O' P. made a swim to the coast ; 
And when he revived from a sort of a trance, 
He saw a big Black with a very long lance.' 
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Says the savage, says he, iii some Hottentot" tongue, 
" Bash Knku my gimmel bo gumbony bung 4" 
Then blew a long shell, to the fright of our elf, 
And down came a hundred as black as himself. 
They brought with them guaitul and pieces of klam, 
The first was like beef and the second like lamb ; 
•' Don't I know," said 0*P., " what the wretches 

are at? 
They're intending to eat me as soon as I'm fat ! " 
In terror of coming to pan, spit, or pot, 
His rations of jarbtd he suffered to rot; 
He would not touch puvrry or doolberry-likf 
But kept himself growing as thin as a stick. 
Though broiling the climate, and parching witH 

drowth, 
He would not let chohhery enter his mouth. 
But kick'd down the krug shell, tho' sweetened with 

" I an't to be pison'd the likes of a rat !" 
At last the great Joddry got quite in a rage. 
And cried, ** 6 mi pitticum dambally nage ! 
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The chobbery take, and put back on the shelf. 
Or give me the krug shell, 1*11 drink it XQiyself ! 
The doolberfy-lik is the best to be had, 
And the purry {J phewM it myself) is not bad ; 
The jarbul is fresh, for I saw it cut out, 
And the Bok that it came from is grazing about. 
Myjumho! but ru^n off to Billery Nang, 
And tell her to put on her jigger and tang. 
And go with the Bloss to the man of the sea, '^ 
And say'that she comes as his WtUtmd from me." 
Now, Billery Nang was as black as a sweep, 
With thick curly hair like the wool of a sheep. 
And the moment he spied her, said little O' P., 
** Sure the Divil is dead, and his Widow's at me ! " 
But when, in the blaze of her Hdttentot charms, 
She came to accept him for life in her arms, 
And stretched her thick lips to a broad grin of love, 
A Raven preparing to bill like a Dove, . 
Vith a soul full of dread he declined the grim 
bliss, 
T)ped her Molyneux arms, and eluded her kiss ; 
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At last, fairly foiled, abe gave up the attack. 
And Joddry began to look blacker than black ; 
" By Mambo! by Jambo! — wliybere is a man. 
That won't be made bappy do all tbat I can ; 
He will not be married, lodged, clad, and well fed, 
Let the Rham take bis ihan(piiang and chop off bis 
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